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INTRODUCTION 


AGAINST the date July 4th, 1862, there appeared in the 
diary of the Rev. C. L. Dodgson this entry: ‘‘I made an 
expedition up the river to Godstow with the three 
Liddells; we had tea on the bank there, and did not reach 
Christ Church ’till half-past eight.”’ Later on, on the 
opposite page, he added—almost, it seems, as an after- 
thought: “on which occasion I told them the fairy-tale 
of ‘ Alice’s Adventures Underground’ which I undertook 
to write out for Alice.” 

When the quiet, unassuming young mathematical 
lecturer of Oxford made this casual] reference to a happy 
boating picnic with the three little daughters of a 
colleague, he never dreamed that he was announcing 
the birth of what is still undoubtedly the most popular 
children’s classic. For the Rev. Charles Lutwidge 
Dodgson is better known to the world as Lewis Carroll. 

When the book first appeared in 1865, it was an 
instant success. The author could have become a 
literary lion, but Dodgson, who had a hatred of publicity, 
managed, to a great extent, to preserve his anonymity 
to the time of his death in 1898. And in hiding himself 
from a too-admiring public, Dodgson’s, academic life 
was his greatest shield. A mathematical lecturer who, 
at the age of thirty-four, was capable of producing a 
work entitled ‘‘Condensation and Determinants, being 
a new and brief Method for computing their arithmetica] 
Value,’”’ would scarcely be suspected of writing anything 
so light-hearted, so utterly charming as “Alice in 
Wonderland.” But this awe-inspiring work appeared 
under his own name the year after the book that made 
Lewis Carroll famous. 
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10 INTRODUCTION 


Apart from his child friends, Dodgson was far from 
being a lonely man, His personal charm, his academic 
brilliancy, his sincerity, gave him an honoured position 
at Oxford, where his gowned figure seemed as much part 
of his beloved Christ Church as the stones themselves. 
He entered with zest into the many discussions and 
affairs that concern the government of a University, 
and he waged joyous and unremitting warfare with 
mathematical rivals. 

Even so, the Rev. C. L. Dodgson of Oxford seemed a 
very different man from the Lewis Carroll, who sat on 
the sands of South Coast watering places telling stories 
to enthralled children, or gravely offering safety-pins 
to small maidens whose long victorian skirts precluded 
paddling with any degree of safety. It was Lewis 
Carroll who wrote charming nonsense letters to his small 
friends, and held quite shocking views about simple 
clothes and comfortable footwear for children. 

‘Alice in Wonderland”? was a spontaneous effort. 
Probably it is more popular than “Alice Through the 
Looking-Glass’’ for that reason. Its joyful, upside- 
down, dream-like quality gives it a never-failing charm. 

“Alice through the Looking-Glass,’’ which was not 
published until 1871, gives the impression of a far more 
considered work. Actually in places, it excels the first 
book. “Jabberwocky,” for instance, is recognised as 
one of the most brilliant nonsense poems that Dodgson 
ever wrote. 

“Alice” was created for children—Dodgson’s greatest 
gift to the small people he loved so well—but whatever 
the age of the reader, the joy of recapturing something 
of childhood’s spirit will be his when he picks up these 
two books. Lewis Carroll hoped it would be so when he 
wrote in his preface to the “‘ Looking-Glass,”’ 


“‘ And though the shadow of a sigh 
May iremble through the story 
For ‘happy Summer days’ gone by, 
And vanish’d Summer glory— 
It shall not touch with breath of bale 
The pleasance of our fairy-tale.’’ 
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THROUGH THE LooxtnG-GLASs 


All in the golden afternoon 
Full leisurely we glide; 

For both our oars, with little skill, 
By little arms are plied, 

While little hands make vain pretence 
Our wanderings to guide. 


Ah, cruel Three! In such an hour 
Beneath such dreamy weather, 

To beg a tale of breath too weak 
To stir the tiniest feather! 

Yet what can one poor voice avail 
Againsi three tongues together? 


Imperious Prima flashes forth 

Her edict “‘ to begin it ’— 
In gentler tone Secunda hopes 

“ There will be nonsense in it ! ’’— 
While Tertia interrupts the tale 

Not more than once a minute. 


Anon, to sudden silence won, 
In fancy they pursue 

The dream-child moving through a land 
Of wonders wild and new, 

In friendly chat with bird or beast— 
And half believe it true. 


And ever, as the story drained 
The wells of fancy dry, 

And faintly strove that weary one 
To put the subject by, 

“* The rest next time—”’ “‘ It1s next time!” 
The happy voices cry. 


Thus grew the tale of Wonderland: 
Thus slowly, one by one, 

Its quaint events were hammered out— 
And now the tale is done, 

And home we steer, a merry crew, 
Beneath the setting sun. 


Alice! a childish story take, 
And with a gentle hand 

Lay it where Childhood’s dreams are twined 
In memory’s mystic band, 

Like pilgrim’s wither’d wreath of flowers 
Pluck’d in a far-off land. 


ALICE’S ADVENTURES IN 
WONDERLAND 


CHAPTER I 
DOWN THE RABBIT-HOLE 


ALICE was beginning to get very tired of sitting by her 
sister on the bank, and of having nothing to do: once 
or twice she had peeped into the book her sister was 
reading, but it had no pictures or conversations in it, 
“and what is the use of a book,” thought Alice, “ without 
pictures or conversations?” 

So she was considering in her own mind (as well as 
she could, for the hot day made her feel very sleepy and 
stupid) whether the pleasure of making a daisy-chain 
would be worth the trouble of getting up and picking the 
daisies, when suddenly a White Rabbit with pink eyes 
ran close by her. 

There was nothing so very remarkable in that; nor 
did Alice think it so very much out of the way to hear 
the Rabbit say to itself, ““Oh dear! Oh dear! I shall 
be too late!’”’ (when she thought it over afterwards, it 
occurred to her that she ought to have wondered at 
this, but at the time it all seemed quite natural); but 
when the Rabbit actually took a watch out of its waist- 
coat-pocket, and looked at it, and then hurried on, Alice 
started to her feet, for it flashed across her mind that 
she had never before seen a rabbit with either a waist- 
coat-pocket, or a watch to take out of it, and burning 
with curiosity, she ran across the field after it, and 
fortunately was just in time to see it pop down a large 
rabbit-hole under the hedge. 
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In another moment down went Alice after it, never 
once considering how in the world she was to get out 
again. 

The rabbit-hole went straight on like a tunnel for 
some way, and then dipped suddenly down, so suddenly 
that Alice had not a moment to think about stopping 
herself before she found herself falling down a very 
deep well. 

Either the well was very deep, or she fell very slowly, 
for she had plenty of time as she went down to look 
about her, and to wonder what was going to happen 
next. First, she tried to look down and make out 
what she was coming to, but it was too dark to see 
anything; then she looked at the sides of the well, and 
noticed that they were filled with cupboards and book- 
shelves: here and there she saw maps and pictures 
hung upon pegs. She took down a jar from one of the 
shelves as she passed; it was labelled ‘ORANGE MAR- 
MALADE,” but to her great disappointment it was 
empty: she did not like to drop the jar for fear of 
killing somebody, so managed to put it into one of 
the cupboards as she fell past it. 

““Well!’”’ thought Alice to herself. ‘After such a 
fall as this, I shall think nothing-of tumbling down 
stairs! How brave they’ll all think me at home! Why, 
I wouldn’t say anything about it, even if I fell off the 
top of the house!’’ (Which was very likely true.) 

Down, down, down. Would the fall never come to 
an end? “I wonder how many miles I’ve fallen by 
this time?” she said aloud. ‘‘I must be getting some- 
where near the centre of the earth. Let me see: that 
would be four thousand miles down, I think—”’ (for, 
you see, Alice had learnt several things of this sort in 
her lessons in the schoolroom, and though this was not 
a very good opportunity for showing off her knowledge, 
as there was no one to listen to her, still it was good 
practice to say it over) “‘—yes, that’s about the right 
distance—but then I wonder what Latitude or Longi- 
tude I’ve got to?”’ (Alice had no idea what Latitude 
was, or Longitude either, but thought they were nice 
grand words to say.) 
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down, down. 
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L.W.—B 
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Presently she began again. “I wonder if I shall 
fall right through the earth! How funny it’ll seem to 
come out among the people that walk with their heads 
downwards! The Antipathies, I think—” (she was 
rather glad there was no one listening, this time, as it 
didn’t sound at all the right word) “‘—but I shall have 
to ask them what the name of the country is, you know. 
Please, Ma’am, is this New Zealand or Australia?” 
(and she tried to curtsey as she spoke—fancy curtseying 
as you're falling through the air! -Do you think you 
could manage it?) ‘And what an ignorant little girl 
she'll think me! No, itll never do to ask; perhaps 
I shall see it written up somewhere.” 

Down, down, down. There was nothing else to do, 
so Alice soon began talking again. ‘‘Dinah’ll miss me 
very much to-night, I should think!” (Dinah was the 
cat.) “I hope they’Jl remember her saucer of milk at 
tea-time. Dinah, my dear, I wish you were down 
here with me! There are no mice in the air, I’m afraid, 
but you might catch a bat, and that’s very like a mouse, 
you know. But do cats eat bats, I wonder?” And 
here Alice began to get rather sleepy, and went on 
saying to herself, in a dreamy sort of way, ‘“‘Do cats 
eat bats? Do cats eat bats?’ and sometimes, ‘‘Do 
bats eat cats?’”’ for, you see, as she couldn’t answer 
either question, it didn’t much matter which way she 
put it. She felt that she was dozing off, and had just 
begun to dream that she was walking hand in hand 
with Dinah, and saying to her very earnestly, “Now, 
Dinah, tell me the truth: did you ever eat a bat?” 
when suddenly, thump thump! down she came upon a 
heap of dry leaves, and the fall was over. 

Alice was not a bit hurt, and she jumped up on to 
her feet in a moment: she looked up, but it was all 
dark overhead; before her was another long passage, 
and the White Rabbit was still in sight, hurrying down 
it. There was not a moment to be lost: away went 
Alice like the wind, and was just in time to hear it 
say, as it turned a corner, “Oh my ears and whiskers, 
how late it’s getting!’”’ She was close behind it when 
she turned the corner, but the Rabbit was no longer 
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to be seen: she found herself in a long, low hall, which 
was lit up by a row of lamps hanging from the roof. 

There were doors all round the hall, but they were 
all locked; and when Alice had been all the way down 
one side and up the other, trying every door, she walked 
sadly down the middle, wondering how she was ever 
to get out again. 

Suddenly she came upon a little three-legged table, 
all made of solid glass; there was nothing on it except a 
tiny golden key, and Alice’s first thought was that it 
might belong to one of the doors of the hall; but, alas! 
either the locks were too large, or the key was too small, 
but at any rate it would not open any of them. How- 
ever, the second time round, she came upon a low 
curtain she had not noticed before, and behind it was a 
little door about fifteen inches high: she tried the little 
golden key in the lock, and to her great delight it fitted! 

Alice opened the door and found that it led into a 
small passage, not much larger than a rat-hole: she 
knelt down and looked along the passage into the 
loveliest garden you ever saw. How she longed to get 
out of that dark hall, and wander about among those 
beds of bright flowers and those cool fountains, but 
she could not even get her head through the doorway; 
“and even if my head would go through,” thought 
poor Alice, “it would be of very little use without my 
shoulders. Oh, how I wish I could shut up like a 
telescope! I think I could, if I only knew how to 
begin.”” For, you see, so many out-of-the-way things 
had happened lately, that Alice had begun to think 
that very few things indeed were really impossible. 

There seemed to be no use in waiting by the little 
door, so she went back to the table, half hoping she 
might find another key on it, or at any rate a book of 
rules for shutting people up like telescopes: this time 
she found a little bottle on it (‘which certainly was 
not here before,’’ said Alice), and round its neck a 
paper label, with the words “prRINK ME” beautifully 
printed on it in large letters. 

It was all very well to say “Drink me,” but the 
wise little Alice was not going to do that in a hurry. 
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“No, Ill look first,’ she said, ‘‘and see whether it’s 
marked ‘poison’ or not’; for she had read several 
nice little histories about children who had got burnt, 
and eaten up by wild beasts, and many other unpleasant 
things, all because they would not remember the simple 
rules their friends had taught them: such as, that a 
red-hot poker will burn you if you hold it too long; 
and that, if you cut your finger very deeply with a 
knife, it usually bleeds; and she had never forgotten 
that, if you drink much from a bottle marked “poison,” 
it is almost certain to disagree with you, sooner or later. 

However, this bottle was not marked “poison,” so 
Alice ventured to taste it, and finding it very nice (it 
had, in fact, a sort of mixed flavour of cherry-tart, 
custard, pine-apple, roast turkey, toffee, and hot 
buttered toast), she very soon finished it off. 

“What a curious feeling!”’ said Alice. “I must be 
shutting up like a telescope.” 


And so it was indeed: she was now only ten inches 
high, and her face brightened up at the thought that 
she was now the right size for going through the little 
door into that lovely garden. First, however, she 
waited for a few minutes to see if she was going to 
shrink any further: she felt a little nervous about this; 
“for it might end, you know,” said Alice, ‘in my 
going out altogether, like a candle. I wonder what 
I should be like then?”’ And she tried to fancy what 
the flame of a candle is like after it is blown out, for 
she could not remember ever having seen such a thing. 

After a while, finding that nothing more happened, 
she decided on going into the garden at once; but, alas 
for poor Alice! when she got to the door, she found 
she had forgotten the little golden key, and when she 
went back to the table for it, she found she could not 
possibly reach it: she could see it quite plainly through 
the glass, and she tried her best to climb up one of the 
table-legs, but it was too slippery; and when she had 
tired herself out with trying, the poor litiJe thing sat 
down and cried. 
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“Come, there’s no use in crying like that!” said 
Alice to herself, rather sharply. ‘I advise you to leave 
off this minute!” She generally gave herself very good 
advice (though she very seldom followed it), and some- 
times she scolded herself so severely as to bring tears 
into her eyes; and once she remembered trying to box 
her own ears for having cheated herself in a game of 
croquet she was playing against herself, for this curious 
child was very fond of pretending to be two people. 
“But it’s no use now,” thought poor Alice, “‘to pretend 
to be two people! Why, there’s hardly enough of me left 
to make one respectable person!” 

Soon her eye fell on a little glass box that was lying 
under the table: she opened it, and found in it a very 
‘small cake, on which the words “EAT ME” were beauti- 
fully marked in currants. ‘‘ Well, I’ll eat it,” said Alice, 
‘‘and if it makes me larger, I can reach the key; and if 
it makes me smaller, I can creep under the door; so 
either way I’ll get into the garden, and I don’t care 
which happens!” 

She ate a little bit, and said anxiously to herself, 
“Which way? Which way?” holding her hand on the 
top of her head to feel which way it was growing, and 
she was quite surprised to find that she remained the 
same size: to be sure, this generally happens when one 
eats cake, but Alice had got so much into the way of 
expecting nothing but out-of-the-way things to happen, 
that it seemed quite dull and stupid for life to go on in 
the common way. 

So she set to work, and very soon finished off the cake. 
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CriAP Tr hoe L 
POOL OF TEARS 


*‘CURIOUSER and curiouser!”’ cried Alice (she was so 
much surprised, that for the moment she quite forgot 
how to speak good English); “now I’m opening out like 
the largest telescope that ever was! Good-bye, feet!” 
(for when she looked down at her feet, they seemed to 
be almost out of sight, they were getting so far off). 
“Oh, my poor little feet, I wonder who will put on your 
‘shoes and stockings for you now, dears? I’m sure I 
_shan’t be able! I shall be a great deal too far off to 
trouble myself about you: you must manage the best 
way you can—but I must be kind to them,” thought 
Alice, “or perhaps they won’t walk the way I want to go! 
Let me see: I’ll give them a new pair of boots every 
Christmas.” 

And she went on planning to herself how she would 
manageit. ‘They must go by the carrier,” she thought; 
‘‘and how funny it’ll seem, sending presents to one’s own 
feet! And how odd the directions will look! 

Alice’s Right Foot, Esq. 
Hearthrug, 
’ near the Fender, 
(with Alice’s love). 
Oh dear, what nonsense I’m talking!” 

Just then her head struck against the roof of the hall: 
in fact she was now more than nine feet high, and she at 
once took up the little golden key and hurried off to the 
garden door. 

Poor Alice! It was as much as she could do, lying 
down on one side, to look through into the garden with 
one eye; but to get through was more hopeless than ever: 
she sat down and began to cry again. 
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“You ought to be ashamed of yourself,’’ said Alice, 
“a great girl like you,” (she might well say this), “to 
go on crying in this way! Stop this moment, I tell 
youl”? But she went on all the same, shedding gallons 
of tears, until there was a large pool all round her, about 
four inches deep and reaching half down the hall. 

After a time she heard a little pattering of feet in 
the distance, and she hastily dried her eyes to see 
what was coming. It was the White Rabbit returning, 
splendidly dressed, with a pair of white kid gloves in one 
hand and a large fan in the other: he came trotting 
along in a great hurry, muttering to himself as he came, 
“Oh! the Duchess, the Duchess! Oh! won’t she be 
savage if I’ve kept her waiting!”’ Alice felt so desperate 
that she was ready to ask help of anyone; so, when 
the Rabbit came near her, she began, in a low, timid 
voice, “If you please, sir ” The Rabbit started 
violently, dropped the white kid gloves and the fan, 
and scurried away into the darkness as hard as he 
could go. 

Alice took up the fan and gloves, and, as the hall 
was very hot, she kept fanning herself all the time she 
went on talking: “Dear, dear! How queer everything 
is to-day! And yesterday things went on just as usual. 
I wonder if I’ve been changed in the night? Let me 
think: was I the same when I got up this morning? 
I almost think I can remember feeling a little different. 
But if I’m not the same, the next question is, Who in 
the world am I? Ah, that’s the great puzzle!” And 
she began thinking over all the children she knew 
that were of the same age as herself, to see if she could 
have been changed for any of them. 

“‘T’m sure I’m not Ada,” she said, ‘‘for her hair goes 
in such long ringlets, and mine doesn’t go in ringlets 
at all; and I’m sure I can’t be Mabel, for I know all 
sorts of things, and she, oh! she knows such a very 
little! Besides, she’s she, and I’m I, and—oh dear, 
how puzzling it allis! Il try if I know all the things 
I used to know. Let me see: four times five is twelve, 
and four times six is thirteen, and four times seven is 
—oh dear! I shall never get to twenty at that rate! 
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However, the Multiplication Table doesn’t signify: let’s 
try Geography. London is the capital of Paris, and 
Paris is the capital of Rome, and Rome—no, that’s all 
wrong, I’m certain! I must have been changed for 
Mabel! I'll try and say ‘How doth the little ee 
and she crossed her hands on her lap as if she were 
saying lessons, and began to repeat it, but her voice 
sounded hoarse and strange, and the words did not 
come the same as they used to do: 


“How doth the little crocodile 
Improve his shining tail, 
And pour the waters of the Nile 
On every golden scale! 


“How cheerfully he seems to grin, 
How neatly spread his claws, 
And welcomes little fishes in .- 
With gently smiling jaws! 


“T’m sure those are not the right words,” said poor 
Alice, and her eyes filled with tears again as she went 
on, “I must be Mabel after all, and I shall have to go 
and live in that poky little house, and have next to 
no toys to play with, and oh! ever so many lessons to 
learn! No, I’ve made up my mind about it; if ’m 
Mabel, I'll stay down here! It’ll be no use their putting 
their heads down and saying ‘Come up again, dear!’ 
I shall only look up and say ‘Who am [I then? Tell 
me that first, and then, if I like being that person, 
Tl] come up: if not, Pll stay down here till I’m some- 
body else’—but, oh dear!” cried Alice, with a sudden 
burst of tears, “I do wish they would put their heads 
down! Iam so very tired of being all alone here!” 

As she said this she looked down at her hands, and 
was surprised to see that she had put on one of the 
Rabbit’s little white kid gloves while she was talking. 
“How can I have done that?” she thought. “I must 
be growing small again.’”’ She got up and went to the 
table to measure herself by it, and found that, as nearly 
as she could guess, she was now about two feet high, 
and was going on shrinking rapidly: she soon found out 
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that the cause of this was the fan she was holding, and 
she dropped it hastily, just in time to avoid shrinking 
away altogether. 

“That was a narrow escape!” said Alice, a good deal 
frightened at the sudden change, but very glad to find 
herself still in existence; ‘‘and now for the garden!” 
and she ran with all speed back to the little door: but, 
alas! the little door was shut again, and the little golden 
key was lying on the glass table as before, “and things 
are worse than ever,” thought the poor child, ‘for 
I never was so small as this before, never! And I declare 
it’s too bad, that it is.”’ 

As she said these words her foot slipped, and in 
another moment, splash! she was up to her chin in 
salt water. Her first idea was that she had somehow 
fallen into the sea, “and in that case I can go back by 
railway,” she said to herself. (Alice had been to the 
seaside once in her life, and had come to the general 
conclusion, that wherever you go to on the English 
coast you find a number of bathing machines in the 
sea, some children digging in the sand with wooden 
spades, then a row of lodging houses, and behind them 
a railway station.) However, she soon made out that 
she was in the pool of tears which she had wept when 
she was nine feet high. 

“‘I wish I hadn’t cried so much!” said Alice, as she 
swam about, trying to find her way out. ‘I shall be 
punished for it now, I suppose, by being drowned in 
my own tears! That will be a queer thing, to be sure! 
However, everything is queer to-day.” 

Just then she heard something splashing about in 
the pool a little way off, and she swam nearer to make 
out what it was: at first she thought it must be a walrus 
or hippopotamus, but then she remembered how small 
she was now, and she soon made out that it was only 
a mouse that had slipped in like herself. 

“Would it be of any use now,’’ thought Alice, “to 
speak to this mouse? Everything is so out-of-the-way 
down here, that I should think very likely it can talk: 
at any rate, there’s no harm in.trying.” So she began: 
‘“*O Mouse, do you know the way -out of this pool? 


A.W.—B* 
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I am very tired of swimming about here, O Mouse!” 
(Alice thought this must be the right way of speaking 
to a mouse: she had never done such a thing before, 
but she remembered having seen in her brother’s Latin 
Grammar, “A mouse—of a mouse—to a mouse—a 
mouse—O mouse!’’) The mouse looked at her rather 
inquisitively, and seemed to her to wink with one of 
its little eyes, but it said nothing. 

“Perhaps it doesn’t understand English,” thought 
Alice; ‘‘I dare say it’s a French mouse, come over with 
William the Conqueror.”’ (For, with all her knowledge 
of history, Alice had no very clear notion how long ago 
anything had happened.) So she began again: “Ou 
est ma chatte?’’ which was the first sentence in her 
French lesson-book. The Mouse gave a sudden leap 
out of the water, and seemed to quiver all over with 
fright. ‘‘Oh, I beg your pardon!” cried Alice hastily, 
afraid that she had hurt the poor animal’s feelings. 
“T quite forgot you didn’t like cats.” 

“Not like cats!’’ cried the Mouse, in a shrill, 
passionate voice. ‘Would you like cats if you were 
me?” 

“Well, perhaps not,” said Alice in a soothing tone: 
“don’t be angry about it. And yet I wish I could 
show you our cat Dinah: I think you’d take a fancy to 
cats if you could only see her. She is such a dear quiet 
thing,” Alice went on, half to herself, as she swam lazily 
about in the pool, “and she sits purring so nicely by 
the fire, licking her paws and washing her face—and 
she is such a nice soft thing to nurse—and she’s such 
a capital one for catching mice Oh, I beg your 
pardon!” cried Alice again, for this time the Mouse 
was bristling all over, and she felt certain it must be 
really offended. ‘We won’t talk about her any more 
if you’d rather not.” 

“We, indeed!”’ cried the Mouse, who was trembling 
down to the end of his tail, “‘ As if J would talk on such 
a subject! Our family always hated cats: nasty, low, 
vulgar things! Don’t let me hear the name again!’’ 

“T won’t indeed!” said Alice, in a great hurry to 
change the subject of conversation. “Are you—are 
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you fond—of—of dogs?”’ The Mouse did not answer, 
so Alice went on eagerly: ‘There is such a nice little 
dog near our house I should like to show you! A little 
bright-eyed terrier, you know, with oh, such long curly 
brown hair! And it’ll fetch things when you throw 
them, and it’ll sit up and beg for its dinner, and all 
sorts of things—I can’t remember half of them—and 
it belongs to a farmer, you know, and he says it’s so 
useful, it’s worth a hundred pounds! He says it kills 
all the rats and—oh dear!” cried Alice in a sorrowful 
tone, “I’m afraid I’ve offended it again!’’ For the 
Mouse was swimming away from her as hard as it could 
go, and making quite a commotion in the pool as it went. 

So she called softly after it, ‘Mouse dear! Do come 
back again, and we won’t talk about cats or dogs either, 
if you don’t like them!” When the Mouse heard this, 
it turned round and swam slowly back to her: its face 
was quite pale (with passion, Alice thought), and it 
said in a low trembling voice, ‘‘ Let us get to the shore, 
and then [’ll tell you my history, and you'll understand 
why it is I hate cats and dogs.” 

It was high time to go, for the pool was getting quite 
crowded with the birds and animals that had fallen 
into it: there were a Duck and a Dodo, a Lory and an 
Eaglet, and several other curious creatures. Alice led 
the way, and the whole party swam to the shore. 
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CHAPTER III 
A CAUCUS-RACE AND A LONG TALE 


THEY were indeed a queer-looking party that assembled 
on the bank—the birds with draggled feathers, the 
animals with their fur clinging close to them, and all 
dripping wet, cross, and uncomfortable. 

The first question of course was, how to get dry again: 
they had a consultation about this, and after a few 
minutes it seemed quite natural to Alice to find herself 
talking familiarly with them, as if she had known them 
all her life. Indeed, she had quite a long argument 
with the Lory, who at last turned sulky, and would 
only say, “I am older than you, and must know better’’; 
and this Alice would not allow without knowing how old 
it was, and, as the Lory positively refused to tell its age, 
there was no more to be said. 

At last the Mouse, who seemed to be a person of 
authority among them, called out, ‘Sit down, all of 
you, and listentome! J’llsoon make you dry enough!’”’ 
They all sat down at once, in a large ring, with the 
Mouse in the middle. Alice kept her eyes anxiously 
fixed on it, for she felt sure she would catch a bad 
cold if she did not get dry very soon. 

“Ahem!’’ said the Mouse with an important air. 
“Are you all ready? This is the driest thing I know. 
Silence all round, if you please! ‘William the Con- 
queror, whose cause was favoured by the pope, was 
soon submitted to by the English, who wanted leaders, 
and had been of late much accustomed to usurpation 
and conquest. Edwin and Morcar, the earls of Mercia 
and Northumbria ia 

“Ugh!” said the Lory, with a shiver. 

“T beg your pardon!” said the Mouse, frowning, but 
very politely. ‘‘Did you speak?” 
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“Not I!” said the Lory hastily. 

“JT thought you did,” said the Mouse. ‘I proceed. 
‘Edwin and Morcar, the earls of Mercia and Northumbria, 
declared for him: and even Stigand, the patriotic Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury, found it advisable Bats 

“Found what?” said the Duck. 

“Found it,’ the Mouse replied rather crossly: “of 
course you know what ‘it’ means.” 

“T know what ‘it’ means well enough, when J 
find a thing,” said the Duck: “it’s generally a frog or a 
worm. The question is, what did the archbishop find?” 

The Mouse did not notice this question, but hurriedly 
went on ‘‘ ‘—and found it advisable to go with Edgar 
Atheling to meet William and offer him the crown. 
William’s conduct at first was moderate. But the in- 
solence of his Normans ’ How are you getting on 
now, my dear?’’ it continued, turning to Alice as it spoke. 

““As wet as ever,” said Alice in a melancholy tone: 
“it doesn’t seem to dry me at all.” 

“In that case,”’ said the Dodo solemnly, rising to its 
feet, ‘I move that the meeting adjourn, for the imme- 
diate adoption of more energetic remedies Ad 

“‘Speak English!’’ said the Eaglet. “I don’t know 
the meaning of half those long words, and, what’s more, 
I don’t believe you do either!’”’ And the Eaglet bent 
down its head to hide a smile: some of the other birds 
tittered audibly. 

“What I was going to say,” said the Dodo in an 
offended tone, ‘‘ was, that the best thing to get us dry 
would be a Caucus-race.” 

“What is a Caucus-race?”’ said Alice; not that she 
much wanted to know, but the Dodo had paused as 
if it thought that somebody ought to speak, and no one 
else seemed inclined to say anything. 

“Why,” said the Dodo, ‘‘the best way to explain it is 
to do it.”” (And, as you might like to try the thing 
yourself some winter day, I will tell you how the Dodo 
managed it.) 

First it marked out a race-course, in a sort of circle 
(‘the exact shape doesn’t matter,” it said), and then 
all the party were placed along the course, here and 
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there. There was no “One, two, three, and away,” 
but they began running when they liked, and left off 
when they liked, so that it was not easy to know when 
the race was over. However, when they had been 
running half an hour or so, and were quite dry again, 
the Dodo suddenly called out ‘The race is over!’ and 
they all crowded round it, panting, and asking, “But 
who has won?” 

This question the Dodo could not answer without a 
great deal of thought, and it sat for a long time with 
one finger pressed upon its forehead (the position in 
which you usually see Shakespeare, in the pictures of 
him), while the rest waited in silence. At last the Dodo 
said, ‘‘ Everybody has won, and all must have prizes.” 

“But who is to give the prizes?” quite a chorus of 
voices asked. 

“Why, she, of course,” said the Dodo,- pointing to 
Alice with one finger; and the whole party at once 
crowded round her, calling out in a confused way, 
“Prizes! Prizes!” 

Alice had no idea what to do, and in despair she put 
her hand in her pocket, and pulled out a box of comfits 
(luckily the salt water had not got into it), and handed 
them round as prizes. There was exactly one a-piece 
all round. 

“But she must have a prize herself, you know,” said 
the Mouse. 

“Of course,”’ the Dodo replied very gravely. ‘‘ What 
else have you got in your pocket?” he went on, turning 
to Alice. 

“Only a thimble,” said Alice sadly. 

“Hand it over here,” said the Dodo. 

Then they all crowded round her once more, while 
the Dodo solemnly presented the thimble, saying, ““We 
beg your acceptance of this elegant thimble”; and, when 
it had finished this short speech, they all cheered. 

Alice thought the whole thing very absurd, but they 
all looked so grave that she did not dare to laugh; and, 
as she could not think of anything to say, she simply 
bowed, and took the thimble, looking as solemn as she 
could. 
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FURY AND THE MOUSE 


Fury said toa 
mouse, That he 
met in the 
house, 
“Let us 
both go 
to law 
I will 
prosecute 
you. Come, Ill 
take no denial; 
We must 
have a trial: 
For really 
this morning 
I’ve nothing 
to do.” 
Said the 
mouse to the 
cur, ‘‘Such a 
trial 
dear Sir, 
With no 
jury or 
judge, 
would be 
wasting 
our breath.” 


**T’ll be judge, 
T’ll be jury,” 
Said 


condemn 
you 


to 
death.” 
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The next thing was to eat the comfits: this caused 
some noise and confusion, as the large birds complained 
that they could not taste theirs, and the small ones 
choked and had to be patted on the back. However, 
it was over at last, and they sat down again in a 
ring, and begged the Mouse to tell them something 
more. 

“You promised to tell me your history, you know,” 
said Alice, ‘“and why it is you hate—C and D,” she 
added in a whisper, half afraid that it would be offended 
again. 

“Mine is a long and a sad tale!” said the Mouse, 
turning to Alice sighing. 

“Tt is a long tail, certainly,” said Alice, looking down 
with wonder at the Mouse’s tail; “but why do you call 
it sad?”’ And she kept on puzzling about it while the 
Mouse was speaking, so that her idea of the tale was 
something like this—(see page 31). 

“You are not attending!” said the Mouse to Alice 
severely. ‘“‘What are you thinking of?” 

“T beg your pardon,” said Alice very humbly: “you 
had got to the fifth bend, I think?” 

“JT had not!” cried the Mouse angrily. 

“A knot!” said Alice, always ready to make herself 
useful, and looking anxiously about her. ‘‘Oh, do let 
me help to undo it!” 

“T shall do nothing of the sort,” said the Mouse, 
getting up and walking away. “You insult me by 
talking such nonsense!”’ 

“T didn’t mean it!’ pleaded poor Alice. “But 
you're so easily offended, you know!” 

The Mouse only growled in reply. 

“Please come back and finish your story!” Alice 
called after it. And the others all joined in chorus, 
“Yes, please do!’”’ but the Mouse only shook its head 
impatiently and walked a little quicker. 

“What a pity it wouldn’t stay!” sighed the Lory, 
as soon as it was quite out of sight; and an old Crab 
took the opportunity of saying to her daughter, “Ah, 
my dear! Let this be a lesson to you never to lose 
your tempers” “Hold your tongue, Ma!” said the 
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“Mine is a long and sad tale,”’ said the Mouse. 
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young Crab, a little snappishly. ‘“‘ You’re enough to 
try the patience of an oyster!” 

“TY wish I had our Dinah here, I know I do!”’ said 
Alice aloud, addressing nobody in particular. ‘“She’d 
soon fetch it back!” 

“And who is Dinah, if I might venture to ask the 
question?” said the Lory. 

Alice replied eagerly, for she was always ready to 
talk about her pet: “‘Dinah’s our cat. And she’s such 
a capital one for catching mice, you can’t think! And 
oh, I wish you could see her after the birds! Why, 
she’ll eat a little bird as soon as look at it!” 

This speech caused a remarkable sensation among 
the party. Some of the birds hurried off at once: one 
old Magpie began wrapping itself up very carefully, 
remarking, “I really must be getting home; the night- 
air doesn’t suit my throat!”’ and a Canary called out 
in a trembling voice to its children, ‘‘Come away, my 
dears! It’s high time you were all in bed!” On 
various pretexts they all moved off, and Alice was 
soon left alone. 

“JT wish I hadn’t mentioned Dinah!” she said to 
herself in a melancholy tone. ‘‘Nobody seems to like 
her, down here, and I’m sure she’s the best cat in the 
world! Oh, my dear Dinah! I wonder if I shall ever 
see you any more!’’ And here poor Alice began to 
cry again, for she felt very lonely and low-spirited. 
In a little while, however, she again heard a little 
pattering of footsteps in the distance, and she looked 
up eagerly, half hoping that the Mouse had changed 
his mind, and was coming back to finish his story. 
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CHAPTER IV 
THE RABBIT SENDS IN A LITTLE BILL 


Ir was the White Rabbit, trotting slowly back again, 
and looking anxiously about as it went, as if it had 
lost something; and she heard it muttering to itself, 
“The Duchess! The Duchess! Oh my dear paws! 
Oh my fur and whiskers! She’ll get me executed, as 
sure as ferrets are ferrets! Where can I have dropped 
them, I wonder?” Alice guessed in a moment that 
it was looking for the fan and the pair of white kid 
gloves, and she very good-naturedly began hunting 
about for them, but they were nowhere to be seen— 
everything seemed to have changed since her swim in 
the pool, and the great hall, with the glass table and 
the little door, had vanished completely. 

Very soon the Rabbit noticed Alice, as she went 
hunting about, and called out to her in an angry tone, 
“Why, Mary Ann, what are you doing out here? Run 
home this moment, and fetch me a pair of gloves and 
a fan! Quick, now!”’ And Alice was so much frigh- 
tened that she ran off at once in the direction it pointed 
to, without trying to explain the mistake it had made. 

“He took me for his housemaid,”’ she said to herself 
as she ran. ‘‘ How surprised he’ll be when he finds out 
who Iam! But I’d better take him his fan and gloves 
—that is, if Ican findthem.”’ As she said this, she came 
upon a neat little house, on the door of which was a 
bright brass plate with the name “‘ W. RassBir” engraved 
upon it. She went in without knocking, and hurried 
up stairs, in great fear lest she should meet the real Mary 
Ann, and be turned out of the house before she had 
found the fan and gloves. 

“How queer it seems,” Alice said to herself, ‘to be 
going messages for a rabbit! I suppose Dinah’ll be 
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sending me on messages next!” And she began 
fancying the sort of thing that would happen: “ ‘Miss 
Alice! Come here directly, and get ready for your walk!’ 
‘Coming in a minute, nurse! But I’ve got to watch 
this mouse-hole till Dinah comes back, and see that 
the mouse doesn’t get out.’ Only I don’t think,” 
Alice went on, “that they’d let Dinah stop in the 
house if it began ordering people about like that!” 

By this time she had found her way into a tidy little 
room with a table in the window, and on it (as she had 
hoped) a fan and two or three pairs of tiny white kid 
gloves: she took up the fan and a pair of the gloves, and 
was just going to leave the room, when her eye fell upon 
a little bottle that stood near the looking-glass. There 
was no label this time with the words “»RINK ME,” 
but nevertheless she uncorked it and put it to her 
lips. ‘‘I know something interesting is sure to happen,” 
she said to herself, “‘ whenever I eat or drink anything; 
so I’ll just see what this bottle does. I do hope it’ll 
make me grow large again, for really I’m quite tired 
of being such a tiny little thing.” 

It did so indeed, and much sooner than she had 
expected: before she had drunk half the bottle, she 
found her head pressing against the ceiling, and had 
to stoop to save her neck from being broken. She 
hastily put down the bottle, saying to herself, ‘‘ That’s 
quite enough—I hope I shan’t grow any more—As it 
is, I can’t get out at the door—I do wish I hadn’t 
drunk quite so much!” 

Alas! it was too late to wish that! She went on 
growing, and growing, and very soon had to kneel 
down on the floor: in another minute there was not 
even room for this, and she tried the effect of lying 
down with one elbow against the door, and the other 
arm curled round her head. Still she went on growing, 
and, as a last resource, she put one arm out of the 
window, and one foot up the chimney, and said to 
herself, ““Now I can do no more, whatever happens. 
What will become of me?”’ 

Luckily for Alice, the little magic bottle had now had 
its full effect, and she grew no larger: still it was very 
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uncomfortable, and, as there seemed to be no sort of 
chance of her ever getting out of the room again, no 
wonder she felt unhappy. 

“It was much pleasanter at home,” thought poor 
Alice, ““when one wasn’t always growing larger and 
smaller, and being ordered about by mice and rabbits. 
I almost wish I hadn’t gone down that rabbit-hole— 
and yet—and yet—it’s rather curious, you know, this 
sort of life! I do wonder what can have happened to 
me! When I used to read fairy-tales, I fancied that 
kind of thing never happened, and now here I am in 
the middle of one! There ought to be a book written 
about me, that there ought! And when I grow up, 
I’ll write one—but I’m grown up now,” she added in 
a sorrowful tone; “‘at least there’s no room to grow up 
any more here.” 

“But then,” thought Alice, ‘shall I never get any 
older than I am now? That’ll be a comfort, one way 
—never to be an old woman—but then—always to 
have lessons to learn! Oh, I shouldn’t like that!” 

“Oh, you foolish Alice!’”’ she answered herself. 
“How can you learn lessons in here? Why, there’s 
hardly room for you, and no room at all for any lesson- 
books!” 

And so she went on, taking first one side and then the 
other, and making quite a conversation of it altogether; 
but after a few minutes she heard a voice outside, and 
stopped to listen. 

“Mary Ann! Mary Ann!” said the voice. ‘Fetch 
me my gloves this moment!” Then came a little 
pattering of feet on the stairs. Alice knew it was the 
Rabbit coming to look for her, and she trembled till 
she shook the house, quite forgetting that she was now 
about a thousand times as large as the Rabbit, and had 
no reason to be afraid of it. 

Presently the Rabbit came up to the door, and tried 
to open it; but, as the door opened inwards, and Alice’s 
elbow was pressed hard against it, that attempt proved 
a failure. Alice heard it say to itself, ““Then I’ll go 
round and get in at the window.” 

“That you won’t!” thought Alice, and, after waiting 
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till she fancied she heard the Rabbit just under the 
window, she suddenly spread out her hand, and made 
a snatch in the air. She did not get hold of anything, 
but she heard a little shriek and a fall, and a crash of 
broken glass, from which she concluded that it was 
just possible it had fallen into a cucumber-frame, or 
something of the sort. 

Next came an angry voice—the Rabbit’s—‘“ Pat! 
Pat! Where are you?’ And then a voice she had 
never heard before, “Sure then I’m here! Digging 
for apples, yer honour!” 

“Digging for apples, indeed!’ said the Rabbit 
angrily. “‘Here! Come and help me out of this!” 
(Sounds of more broken glass.) 

“Now tell me, Pat, what’s that in the window?”’ 

“Sure, it’s an arm, yer honour!’’ (He pronounced 
it “arrum.’’) 

“An arm, you goose! Who ever saw one that size? 
Why, it fills the whole window!” 

“Sure, it does, yer honour: but it’s an arm for all 
that.” 

“Well, it’s got no business there, at any rate: go and 
take it away!’’ 

There was a long silence after this, and Alice could 
only hear whispers now and then; such as, “Sure, 
I don’t like it, yer honour, at all, at all!” ‘“‘Do as 
I tell you, you coward!”’ and at last she spread out her 
hand again, and made another snatch in the air. This 
time there were two little shrieks, and more sounds of 
broken glass. ‘‘ What a number of cucumber-frames 
there must be!”’ thought Alice. ‘“ I wonder what they’ll 
do next! As for pulling me out of the window, I only 
wish they could! I’m sure I don’t want to stay in here 
any longer!” 

She waited for some time without hearing anything 
more: at last came a rumbling of little cart-wheels, 
and the sound of a good many voices all talking 
together: she made out the words: “‘ Where’s the other 
ladder?—Why I hadn’t to bring but one; Bill’s got 
the other—Bill! Fetch it here, lad!—Here, put ’em up 
at this corner—No, tie ’em together first—they don’t 
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reach half high enough yet—Oh! they’ll do well enough; 
don’t be particular—Here, Bill! catch hold of this rope 
—Will the roof bear!—Mind that loose slate—Oh, it’s 
coming down! Heads below!” (a loud crash)—‘“ Now, 
who did that?—It was Bill, I fancy—Who’s to go down 
the chimney?—Nay, J shan’t! You do it!—That I 
won’t then!—Bill’s to go down—Here, Bill! the master 
says you’ve to go down the chimney!” 

“Oh! So Bill’s got to come down the chimney, has 
he?” said Alice to herself. ‘‘Why, they seem to put 
everything upon Bill! I wouldn’t be in Bill’s place 
for a good deal: this fire-place is narrow, to be sure; 
but I think I can kick a little!” 

She drew her foot as far down the chimney as she 
could, and waited till she heard a little animal (she 
couldn’t guess of what sort it was) scratching and 
scrambling about in the chimney close above her: 
then, saying to herself, “This is Bill,’ she gave one 
sharp kick, and waited to see what would happen next. 

The first thing she heard was a general chorus of, 
“There goes Bill!” then the Rabbit’s voice alone— 
“Catch him, you by the hedge!”’ then silence, and then 
another confusion of voices—‘‘Hold up his head— 
Brandy now—Don’t choke him—How was it, old fellow? 
What happened to you? Tell us all about it!” 

At last came a little feeble, squeaking voice (‘‘ That’s 
Bill,” thought Alice), “Well, I hardly know—No more, 
thank ye; I’m better now—but I’m a deal too flustered 
to tell you—all I know is, something comes at me like 
a Jack-in-the-box, and up I goes like a sky-rocket!”’ 

“So you did, old fellow!” said the others. 

“We must burn the house down!”’ said the Rabbit’s 
voice. And Alice called out as loud as she could, ‘If 
you do, I’ll set Dinah at you!”’ 

There was a dead silence instantly, and Alice thought 
to herself, “I wonder what they will do next! If they 
had any sense, they’d take the roof off.’ After a 
minute or two, they began moving about again, and 
Alice heard the Rabbit say, “A barrowful will do, to 
. begin with.” 

“A barrowful of what?” thought Alice. But she 
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had not Jong to doubt, for the next moment a shower 
of little pebbles came rattling in at the window, and 
some of them hit her in the face. “TI’ll put a stop to 
this,” she said to herself, and shouted out, ‘‘ You’d better 
not do that again!”’ which produced another dead silence. 

Alice noticed with some surprise that the pebbles 
were all turning into little cakes as they lay on the 
floor, and a bright idea came into her head. “If I eat 
one of these cakes,” she thought, “it’s sure to make 
some change in my size; and, as it can’t possibly make 
me larger, it must make me smaller, I suppose.” 

So she swallowed one of the cakes, and was delighted 
to find that she began shrinking directly. As soon as 
she was small enough to get through the door, she ran 
out of the house, and found quite a crowd of little 
animals and birds waiting outside. The poor little 
Lizard, Bill, was in the middle, being held up by two 
guinea-pigs, who were giving it something out of a 
bottle. They all made a rush at Alice the moment she 
appeared; but she ran off as hard as she could, and 
soon found herself safe in a thick wood. 

“The first thing I’ve got to do,”’ said Alice to herself, as 
she wandered about in the wood, “‘is to grow to my right 
size again; and the second thing is to find my way into 
that lovely garden. I think that will be the best plan.” 

It sounded an excellent plan, no doubt, and very 
neatly and simply arranged; the only difficulty was, 
that she had not the smallest idea how to set about it; 
and, while she was peering about anxiously among the 
trees, a little sharp bark just over her head made her 
look up in a great hurry. 

An enormous puppy was looking down at her with 
large round eyes, and feebly stretching out one paw, 
trying to touch her. “Poor little thing!” said Alice, 
in a coaxing tone, and she tried hard to whistle to it; 
but she was terribly frightened all the time at the 
thought that it might be hungry, in which case it would 
be very likely to eat her up in spite of all her coaxing. 

Hardly knowing what she did, she picked up a little 
bit of stick, and held it out to the puppy; whereupon 
the puppy jumped into the air off all its feet at once, 
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with a yelp of delight, and rushed at the stick, and made 
believe to worry it; then Alice dodged behind a great 
thistle, to keep herself from being run over; and, the 
moment she appeared on the other side, the puppy made 
another rush at the stick, and tumbled head over heels 
in its hurry to get hold of it; then Alice, thinking it was 
very like having a game of play with a cart-horse, and 
expecting every moment to be trampled under its feet, 
ran round the thistle again; then the puppy began a 
series of short charges at the stick, running a very little 
way forwards each time and a long way back, and 
barking hoarsely all the while, till at last it sat down a 
good way off, panting, with its tongue out of its mouth, 
and its great eyes half shut. i 

This seemed to Alice a good opportunity for making 
her escape; so-she set off at once, and ran till she was 
quite tired and out of breath, and till the puppy’s bark 
sounded quite faint in the distance. 

“And yet what a dear little puppy it was!” said 
Alice, as she leant against a buttercup to rest herself, 
and fanned herself with one of the leaves. “I should 
have liked teaching it tricks very much, if—if I’d only 
been the right size to do it! Ohdear! Id nearly for- 
gotten that I’ve got to grow up again! Let mesee—how 
is it to be managed? Isuppose I ought to eat or drink 
something or other; but the great question is, what?’’ 

The great question certainly was, what? Alice 
looked ail round her at the flowers and the blades of 
grass, but she could not see anything that looked like 
the right thing to eat or drink under the circumstances. 
There was a large mushroom growing near her, about 
the same height as herself; and, when she had looked 
under it, and on both sides of it, and behind it, it 
occurred to her that she might as well look and see 
what was on the top of it. 

She stretched herself up on tiptoe, and peeped over 
the edge of the mushroom, and her eyes immediately 
met those of a large blue caterpillar, that was sitting 
on the top with its arms folded, quietly smoking a long 
hookah, and taking not the smallest notice of her or 
of anything else. 
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CHAPTER V 
ADVICE FROM A CATERPILLAR 


Tue Caterpillar and Alice looked at each other for some 
time in silence: at last the Caterpillar took the hookah 
out of its mouth, and addressed her in a languid, sleepy 
voice. 

“Who are you ?”’ said the Caterpillar. 

This was not an encouraging opening for a conversa- 
tion. Alice replied, rather shyly, ‘‘I—I hardly know, 
sir, just at present—at least I know who I was when 
I got up this morning, but I think I must have been 
changed several times since then.” 

“What do you mean by that?” said the Caterpillar 
sternly. ‘Explain yourself!’ 

“¥ can’t explain myself, ’'m afraid, sir,’”’ said Alice, 
“because I’m not myself, you see.” 

“T don’t see,” said the Caterpillar. 

“Tm afraid I can’t put it more clearly,”’ Alice replied 
very politely, “for I can’t understand it myself to begin 
with; and being so many different sizes in a day is very 
confusing.” 

“Tt isn’t,” said the Caterpillar. 

“Well, perhaps you haven’t found it so yet,” said 
Alice; “but when you have to turn into a chrysalis— 
you will some day, you know—and then after that into 
a butterfly, I should think you'll feel it a little queer, 
won’t you?” 

“Not a bit,” said the Caterpillar. 

“Well, perhaps your feelings may be different,” said 
Alice; “all I know is, it would feel very queer to me.” 

“You!” said the Caterpillar contemptuously. ‘Who 
are you?’ 

Which brought them back again to the beginning of 
the conversation. Alice felt a little irritated at the 
Caterpillar’s making such very short remarks, and she 
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drew herself up and said, very gravely, “I think you 
ought to tell me who you are, first.” 

“Why?” said the Caterpillar. 

Here was another puzzling question; and as Alice 
could not think of any good reason, and as the Cater- 
pillar seemed to be in a very unpleasant state of mind, 
she turned away. 

“Come back!” the Caterpillar called afterher. “I’ve 
something important to say!” 

This sounded promising, certainly: Alice turned and 
came back again. 

“Keep your temper,” said the Caterpillar. 

“Ts that all?”’ said Alice, swallowing down her anger 
as well as she could. 

““No,’’ said the Caterpillar. 

Alice thought she might as well wait, as she had 
nothing else to do, and perhaps after all it might tell 
her something worth hearing. For some minutes it 
puffed away without speaking, but at last it unfolded 
its arms, took the hookah out of its mouth again, and 
said, ““So you think you’re changed, do you?” 

“‘T’m afraid I am, sir,’’ said Alice; *‘ I can’t remember 
things as I used—and I don’t keep the same size for 
ten minutes together!”’ 

“Can’t remember what things?”’ said the Caterpillar. 

“Well, I’ve tried to say, ‘How doth the little busy 
bee,’ but it all came different!’’ Alice replied in a very 
melancholy voice. ; 

“Repeat ‘You are old, Father William,’ ” said the 
Caterpillar. 

Alice folded her hands, and began: 


* You are old, Father William,” the young man said, 
“* And your hair has become very white; 

And yet you incessantly stand on your head— 
Do you think, at your age, it is right?’’ 


** In my youth,” Father William replied to his son, 
“I feared it might injure the brain; 

But, now that I’m perfectly sure I have none, 
Why, I do it again and again.’ 


45 


WONDERLAND 


IN 


some time in silence 


Caterpillar and Alice looked at each other for 


The 


46 


ALICE’S ADVENTURES 


“ You are old,’’ said the youth, ‘‘ as I mentioned 
before, 
And have grown most uncommonly fat ; 
Yet you turned a back-somersault in at the door— 
Pray, what is the reason of that?” 


“In my youth,”’ said the sage, as he shook his grey 
locks, 
“* T kept all my limbs very supple 
By the use of this ointment—one shilling the box— 
Allow me to sell you a couple ?”’ 


** You are old,’”’ said the youth, “‘ and your jaws are 
too weak 
For anything tougher than suet ; 
Yet you finished the goose, with the bones and the 
beak— : 
Pray how did you manage to do it?” 


“ In my youth,” said his father, ‘‘ I took to the law, 
And argued each case with my wife ; 

And the muscular strength, which it gave to my jaw, 
Has lasted the rest of my life.”’ 


** You are old,” said the youth, “‘ one would hardly 
suppose 
That your eye was as steady as ever ; 
Yet you balanced an eel on the end of your nose— 
What made you so awfully clever?’’ 


** I have answered three questions, and that is 
enough,”’ 
Said his father; “‘ don’t give yourself airs! 
Do you think I can listen all day to such stuff ? 
Be off, or I’ll kick you down stairs !”’ 


“That is not said right,”’ said the Caterpillar. 
“Not quite right, I’m afraid,” said Alice, timidly; 


**some of the words have got altered.” 


“Tt is wrong from beginning to end,” said the Caters 


pillar decidedly, and there was silence for some minutes, 


The Caterpillar was the first to speak. 
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“What size do you want to be?” it asked. 

“Oh, I’m not particular as to size,’ Alice hastily 
replied; “‘only one doesn’t like changing so often, 
you know.” 

“T don’t know,”’ said the Caterpillar. 

Alice said nothing: she had never been so much 
contradicted in all her life before, and she felt that 
she was losing her temper. : 

“Are you content now?” said the Caterpillar. 

“Well, I should like to be a little larger, sir, if you 
wouldn’t mind,” said Alice: ‘‘three inches is such a 
wretched height to be.” 

“Tt is a very good height indeed!” said the Cater- 
pillar angrily, rearing itself upright as it spoke (it was 
exactly three inches high). 

“But I’m not used to it!’’ pleaded poor Alice in a 
piteous tone. And she thought to herself, ‘‘I wish the 
creatures wouldn’t be so easily offended!” 

“You'll get used to it in time,” said the Caterpillar; 
and it put the hookah into its mouth and began smoking 
again. 

This time Alice waited patiently until it chose to 
speak again. Ina minute or two the Caterpillar took 
the hookah out of its mouth and yawned once or twice, 
and shook itself. Then it got down off the mushroom 
and crawled into the grass, merely remarking as it went, 
“One side will make you grow taller, and the other side 
will make you grow shorter.” 

“One side of what? The other side of what?” 
thought Alice to herself. 

“Of the mushroom,” said the Caterpillar, just as 
if she had asked it aloud; and in another moment it 
was out of sight. 

Alice remained looking thoughtfully at the mush- 
room for a minute, trying to make out which were the 
two sides of it; and as it was perfectly round, she found 
this a very difficult question. However, at last she 
stretched her arms round it as far as they would go, and 
broke off a bit of the edge with each hand. 

“And now which is which?”’ she said to herself, and 
nibbled a little of the right-hand bit to try the effect: 
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the next moment she felt a violent blow underneath her 
chin: it had struck her foot! 

She was a good deal frightened by this very sudden 
change, but she felt that there was no time to be lost, 
as she was shrinking rapidly; so she set to work at once 
to eat some of the other bit. Her chin was pressed so 
closely against her foot, that there was hardly room to 
open her mouth; but she did it at last, and managed to 
swallow a morsel of the left-hand bit. 


‘Come, my head’s free at last!” said Alice in a tone 
of delight, which changed into alarm in another moment, 
when she found that her shoulders were nowhere to be 
found: all she could see, when she looked down, was an 
immense length of neck, which seemed to rise like a 
stalk out of a sea of green leaves that lay far below her. 

“What can all that green stuff be?’ said Alice. 
“And where have my shoulders got to? And oh, my 
poor hands, how is it I can’t see you?”” She was moving 
them about as she spoke, but no result seemed to follow, 
except a little shaking among the distant green leaves., 

As there seemed to be no chance of getting her hands 
up to her head, she tried to get her head down to them, 
and was delighted to find that her neck would bend 
about easily in any direction, like a serpent. She had 
just succeeded in curving it down into a graceful zigzag, 
and was going to dive in among the leaves, which she 
found to be nothing but the tops of the trees under 
which she had been wandering, when a sharp hiss made 
her draw back in a hurry: a large pigeon had flown into 
her face, and was beating her violently with its wings. 

“Serpent!’’ screamed the Pigeon. 

“Tm not a serpent!” said Alice indignantly. ‘Let 
me alone!”’ 

“Serpent, I say again!’ repeated the Pigeon, but 
in a more subdued tone, and added with a kind of 
sob, “I’ve tried every way, and nothing seems to 
suit them!” 

“Thaven’t the least idea what you’re talking about,” 
said Alice. 
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“T’ve tried the roots of trees, and I’ve tried banks, 
and I’ve tried hedges,” the Pigeon went on, without 
attending to her; ‘but those serpents! There’s no 
pleasing them!” 

Alice was more and more puzzled, but she thought 
there was no use in saying anything more till the Pigeon 
had finished. 

“As if it wasn’t trouble enough hatching the eggs,” 
said the Pigeon; “‘but I must be on the look-out for: 
serpents night and day! Why, I haven’t had a wink 
of sleep these three weeks!” 

“‘T’m very sorry you’ve been annoyed,” said Alice, 
who was beginning to see its meaning. 

“And just as I’d taken the highest tree in the wood,” 
continued the Pigeon, raising its voice to a shriek, “and 
just as I was thinking I should be free of them at last, 
they must needs come wriggling down from the sky! 
Ugh, Serpent!’’ 

“But I’m nol a serpent, Itell you!” said Alice. ‘I’m 
a—lI’m a 4 

“Well! What are you?” said the Pigeon. soleean 
see you're trying to invent something!” 

““TJ_I’m a little girl,” said Alice, rather doubtfully, 
as she remembered the number of changes she had gone 
through, that day. 

‘A likely story indeed!” said the Pigeon in a tone of 
the deepest contempt. “I’ve seen a good many little 
girls in my time, but never one with such a neck as that! 
No, no! You’re a serpent; and there’s no use denying 
it. I suppose you’ll be telling me next that you never 
tasted an egg!” 

“T have tasted eggs, certainly,” said Alice, who was 
a very truthful child; “‘but little girls eat eggs quite as 
much as serpents do, you know.” 

“I don’t believe it,”’ said the Pigeon; “‘but if they do, 
why then they’re a kind of serpent, that’s all I can say.” 

This was such a new idea to Alice, that she was quite 
silent for a minute or two, which gave the Pigeon the 
opportunity of adding, “‘ You’re looking for eggs, I know 
thal well enough; and what does it matter to me whether 
you’re a little girl or a serpent?” 
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“It matters a good deal to me,” said Alice hastily; 
“but I’m not looking for eggs, as it happens; and if 
I was, I shouldn’t want yours: I don’t like them raw.” 

“Well, be off, then!” said the Pigeon in a sulky 
tone, as it settled down again into its nest. Alice 
crouched down among the trees as well as she could, 
for her neck kept getting entangled among the branches, 
and every now and then she had to stop and untwist it. 
After a while she remembered that she still held the 
pieces of mushroom in her hands, and she set to work 
very carefully, nibbling first at one and then at the 
other, and growing sometimes taller and sometimes 
shorter, until she had succeeded in bringing herself 
down to her usual height. 

It was so long since she had been anything near the 
right size, that it felt quite strange at first; but she got 
used to it in a few minutes, and began talking to herself, 
as usual. ‘“‘Come, there’s half my plan done now! 
How puzzling all these changes are! J’m never sure 
what I’m going to be, from one minute to another! 
However, I’ve got back to my right size: the next thing 
is to get into that beautiful garden—how is that to 
be done, I wonder?’’ As she said this, she came 
suddenly upon an open place, with a little house in it 
about four feet high. ‘“‘ Whoever lives there,’’ thought 
Alice, ‘‘it’ll never do to come upon them this size: why, 
I should frighten them out of their wits!’’ So she began 
nibbling at the right-hand bit again, and did not venture, 
to go near the house till she had brought herself down 
to nine inches high. 
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CHAPTER VI 
PIG AND PEPPER 


For a minute or two she stood looking at the house, 
and wondering what to do next, when suddenly a 
footman in livery came running out of the wood—(she 
considered him to be a footman because he was in 
livery: otherwise, judging by his face only, she would 
have called him a fish)—and rapped loudly at the door 
with his knuckles. It was opened by another footman 
in livery, with a round face, and large eyes like a frog; 
and both footmen, Alice noticed, had powdered hair 
that curled all over their heads. She felt very curious 
to know what it was all about, and crept a little way 
out of the wood to listen. 

The Fish-Footman began by producing from under 
his arm a great letter, nearly as large as himself, and 
this he handed over to the other, saying, in a solemn 
tone, ‘‘For the Duchess. An invitation from the Queen 
to play croquet.” The Frog-Footman repeated, in the 
same solemn tone, only changing the order of the words 
a little, ‘From the Queen. An invitation for the 
Duchess to play croquet.” 

Then they both bowed low, .and their curls got 
entangled together. 

Alice laughed so much at this, that she had to run 
back into the wood for fear of their hearing her; and, 
when she next peeped out, the Fish-Footman was 
gone, and the other was sitting on the ground near 
the door, staring stupidly up into the sky. 

Alice went timidly up to the door, and knocked. 

‘“*There’s no sort of use in knocking,’’ said the Foot- 
man, “and that for two reasons. First, because I’m 
on the same side of the door as you are; secondly, 
because they’re making such a noise inside, no one 
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could possibly hear you.”’ And certainly there was a 
most extraordinary noise going on within—a constant 
howling and sneezing, and every now and then a 
great crash, as if a dish or kettle had been broken 
to pieces. 

“Please, then,” said Alice, ““how am I to get in?” 

“There might be some sense in your knocking,” the 
Footman went on without attending to her, “if we had 
the door between us. For instance, if you were inside, 
you might knock, and I could let you out, you know.” 
He was looking up into the sky all the time he was 
speaking, and this Alice thought decidedly uncivil. 
“But perhaps he can’t help it,’ she said to herself; 
“Nis eyes are so very nearly at the top of his head. 
But at any rate he might answer questions.—How am 
I to get in?” she repeated, aloud. 

“T shall sit here,’? the Footman remarked, ‘“‘till 
to-morrow “a 

At this moment the door of the house opened, and a 
large plate came skimming out, straight at the Foot- 
man’s head: it just grazed his nose, and broke to pieces 
against one of the trees behind him. 

“__or next day, maybe,” the Footman continued in 
the same tone, exactly as if nothing had happened. 

“How am I to get in?” asked Alice again, in a louder 
tone. 

“Are you to get in at all?” said the Footman. 
“‘That’s the first question, you know.” 

It was, no doubt: only Alice did not like to be told 
so. “It’s really dreadful,’ she muttered to herself, ‘“‘the 
way all the creatures argue. It’s enough to drive one 
crazy !’’ 

The Footman seemed to think this a good oppor- 
tunity for repeating his remark, with variations. “I 
shall sit here,’ he said, ‘‘on and off, for days and days.” 

“But what am J to do?” said Alice. 

“Anything you like,” said the Footman, and began 
whistling. 

‘Oh, there’s no use in talking to him,” said Alice 
desperately: “he’s perfectly idiotic!’’ And she opened 
the door and went in. 
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The door led right into a large kitchen, which was 
full of smoke from one end to the other: the Duchess 
was sitting on a three-legged stool in the middle, nursing 
a baby; the cook was leaning over the fire, stirring a 
large cauldron which seemed to be full of soup. 

“‘There’s certainly too much pepper in that soup!” 
Alice said to herself, as well as she could for sneezing. 

There was certainly too much of it in the air. Even 
the Duchess sneezed occasionally; and the baby was 
sneezing and howling alternately without a moment’s 
pause. The only things in the kitchen that did not 
sneeze, were the cook, and a large cat which was sitting 
on the hearth and grinning from ear to ear. 

‘‘Please would you tell me,” said Alice a little 
timidly, for she was not quite sure whether it was good 
manners for her to speak first, ““why your cat grins 
like that?” 

“‘Tt’s a Cheshire cat,’’ said the Duchess, ‘‘and that’s 
why. Pig!” 

She said the last word with such sudden violence 
that Alice quite jumped; but she saw in another moment 
that it was addressed to the baby, and not to her, so 
she took courage, and went on again: 

“‘T didn’t know that Cheshire cats always grinned; 
in fact, I didn’t know that cats could grin.” 

“They all can,” said the Duchess; “‘and most of ’em 
dom 

“T don’t know of any that do,” Alice said very 
politely, feeling quite pleased to have got into a 
conversation. 

“You don’t know much,” said the Duchess; “and 
that’s a fact.” 

Alice did not at all like the tone of this remark, and 
thought it would be as well to introduce some other 
_subject of conversation. While she was trying to fix 
on one, the cook took the cauldron of soup off the fire, 
and at once set to work throwing everything within her 
reach at the Duchess and the baby—the fire-irons came 
first; then followed a shower of saucepans, plates, and 
dishes. The Duchess took no notice of them even when 
they hit her; and the baby was howling so much already, 
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that it was quite impossible to say whether the blows 
hurt it or not. 

“Oh, please mind what you’re doing!” cried Alice, 
jumping up and down in an agony of terror. “Oh, 
there goes his precious nose’”’; as an unusually large 
saucepan flew close by it, and very nearly carried 
it off. 

“If everybody minded their own business,” the 
Duchess said in a hoarse growl, “the world would go 
round a deal faster than it does.” 

“Which would not be an advantage,’ said Alice, 
who felt very glad to get an opportunity of showing 
off a little of her knowledge. ‘“‘Just think what work 
it would make with the day and night! You see the 
earth takes twenty-four hours to turn round on its 
axis ed 

“Talking of axes, 
head!” 

Alice glanced rather anxiously at the cook, to see if 
she meant to take the hint; but the cook was busily 
engaged in stirring the soup, and did not seem to be 
listening, so she ventured to go on again: ‘‘ Twenty-four 
hours, I think; or is it twelve? I es 

“Oh, don’t bother me,’’ said the Duchess; “‘I never 
could abide figures!” And with that she began nursing 
her child again, singing a sort of lullaby to it as she 
did so, and giving it a violent shake at the end of 
every line: 


2? 


99 


said the Duchess, “‘chop off her 


** Speak roughly to your little boy, 
And beat him when he sneezes: 
He only does it to annoy, 
Because he knows it teases.’’ 


CHORUS 


(In which the cook and the baby joined): 
“Wow! wow! wow! ”’ 


While the Duchess sang the second verse of the song, 
she kept tossing the baby violently up and down, and 
the poor little thing howled so, that Alice could hardly 
hear the words: 
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“* I speak severely to my boy, 
I beat him when he sneezes; 
For he can thoroughly enjoy 
The pepper when he pleases !”’ 


CHORUS 
“ Wow! wow! wow!” 


“Here! you may nurse it a bit, if you like!’”’ the 
Duchess said to Alice, flinging the baby at her as she 
spoke. “I must go and get ready to play croquet 
with the Queen,” and she hurried out of the room. 
The cook threw a frying-pan after her as she went out, 
but it just missed her. 

Alice caught the baby with some difficulty, as it was 
a queer-shaped little creature, and held out its arms 
and legs in all directions, “‘just like a star-fish,”’ thought 
Alice. The poor little thing was snorting like a steam- 
engine when she caught it, and kept doubling itself 
up and straightening itself out again, so that altogether, 
for the first minute or two, it was as much as she could 
do to hold it. 

As soon as she had made out the proper way of 
nursing it (which was to twist it up into a sort of knot, 
and then keep tight hold of its right ear and left foot, so 
as to prevent its undoing itself), she carried it out into the 
open air. “If I don’t take this child away with me,” 
thought Alice, ‘“‘they’re sure to kill it in a day or two: 
wouldn’t it be murder to leave it behind?” She said 
the last words out loud, and the little thing grunted in 
reply (it had left off sneezing by this time). ‘Don’t 
grunt,” said Alice; ‘that’s not at all a proper way of 
expressing yourself.” 

The baby grunted again, and Alice looked very 
anxiously into its face to see what was the matter 
with it. There could be no doubt that it had a very 
turn-up nose, much more like a snout than a real nose; 
also its eyes were getting extremely small for a baby: 
altogether Alice did not like the look of the thing at all. 
“But perhaps it was only sobbing,” she thought, and 
looked into its eyes again, to see if there were any tears. 
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No, there were no tears. “If you’re going to turn 
into a pig, my dear,” said Alice, seriously, “I'll have 
nothing more to do with you. Mind now!” The poor 
little thing sobbed again (or grunted, it was impossible to 
say which), and they went on for some while in silence. 

Alice was just beginning to think to herself, “Now, 
what am I to do with this creature when I get it home?” 
when it grunted again, so violently, that she looked 
down into its face in some alarm. This time there 
could be no mistake about it: it was neither more nor 
less than a pig, and she felt that it would be quite 
absurd for her to carry it any further. 

So she set the little creature down, and felt quite 
relieved to see it trot away quietly into the wood. “If 
it had grown up,” she said to herself, “it would have 
made a dreadfully ugly child: but it makes rather a 
handsome pig, I think.” And she began thinking over 
other children she knew, who might do very well as 
pigs, and was just saying to herself, “If one only knew 
the right way to change them ” when she was a 
little startled by seeing the Cheshire Cat sitting on a 
bough of a tree a few yards off. 

The Cat only grinned when it saw Alice. It looked 
good-natured, she thought: still it had very long claws 
and a great many teeth, so she felt that it ought to be 
treated with respect. 

“Cheshire Puss,’ she began, rather timidly, as she 
did not at all know whether it would like the name: 
however, it only grinned a little wider. ‘Come, it’s 
pleased so far,’’ thought Alice, and she went on. 
“Would you tell me, please, which way I ought to 
go from here?” 

“That depends a good deal on where you want to 
get to,’’ said the Cat. 

“T don’t much care where ”? said Alice. 

“Then it doesn’t matter which way you go,” said 
the Cat. 

“—so long as I get somewhere,’”’ Alice added as an 
explanation. 

“Oh, you’re sure to do that,” said the Cat, “if you 
only walk long enough.” 
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Alice felt that this could not be denied, so she tried 
another question. “What sort of people live about 
here?” 

“In that direction,” the Cat said, waving its right 
paw round, “lives a Hatter: and in that direction,” 
waving the other paw, ‘lives a March Hare. Visit 
either you like: they’re both mad.” 

“But I don’t want to go among mad people,” Alice 
remarked. 

“Oh, you can’t help that,” said the Cat: “we’re all 
mad here. I’m mad. You’re mad.” 

“How do you know I’m mad?” said Alice. 

“You must be,” said the Cat, “or you wouldn’t have 
come here.” ’ j 

Alice didn’t think that proved it at all; however, she 
went on: “And how do you know that you’re mad?”’ 

“To begin with,” said the Cat, “a dog’s not mad. 
You grant that?” 

“TI suppose so,” said Alice. 

“Well, then,” the Cat went on, “you see a dog growls 
when it’s angry, and wags its tail when it’s pleased. 
Now I growl when I’m pleased, and wag my tail when 
Vm angry. Therefore I’m mad.” 

“T call it purring, not growling,” said Alice. 

“Call it what you like,’”’ said the Cat. “Do you 
play croquet with the Queen to-day?” 

“T should like it very much,” said Alice, ‘but 
T haven’t been invited yet.” 

“You'll see me there,” said the Cat, and vanished. 

Alice was not much surprised at this, she was getting 
so used to queer things happening. While she was 
looking at the place where it had been, it suddenly 
appeared again. 

“By the by, what became of the baby?” said the 
Cat. “I’d nearly forgotten to ask.” 

“It turned into a pig,’ Alice quietly said, just as 
if it had come back in a natural way. 

“T thought it would,” said the Cat, and vanished 
again. 

Alice waited a little, half expecting to see it again, 
but it did not appear, and after a minute or two she 
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walked on in the direction in which the March Hare 
was said to live. “I’ve seen hatters before,’’ she said. 
to herself; “the March Hare will be much the most 
interesting, and perhaps, as this is May, it won’t be 
raving mad—at least not so mad as it was in March.” 
As she said this, she looked up, and there was the Cat 
again, sitting on a branch of a tree. 

“Did you say pig, or fig?”’ said the Cat. 

“T said pig,” replied Alice; “and I wish you wouldn’t 
keep appearing and vanishing so suddenly: you make 
one quite giddy.” 

“All right,” said the Cat; and this time it vanished 
quite slowly, beginning with the end of the tail, and 
ending with the grin, which remained some time after 
the rest of it had gone. 

“Well! I’ve often seen a cat without a grin,” 
thought Alice; ‘but a grin without a cat! It’s the 
most curious thing I ever saw in all my life!” 

She had not gone much farther before she came in 
sight of the house of the March Hare: she thought it 
must be the right house, because the chimneys were 
shaped like ears and the roof was thatched with fur. 
It was so large a house, that she did not like to go 
nearer till she had nibbled some more of the left-hand 
bit of mushroom, and raised herself to about two feet 
high: even then she walked up towards it rather timidly, 
saying to herself, ‘“Suppose it should be raving mad 
after all! I almost wish I’d gone to see the Hatter 
instead!”’ 
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CHAPTER VII 
A MAD TEA-PARTY 


THERE was a table set out under a tree in front of the 
house, and the March Hare and the Hatter were having 
tea at it: a Dormouse was sitting between them, fast 
asleep, and the other two were resting their elbows on 
it, and talking over its head. ‘‘Very uncomfortable 
for the Dormouse,’’ thought Alice; ‘‘only, as it’s asleep, 
I suppose it doesn’t mind.” 

The table was a large one, but the three were all 
crowded together at one corner of it. “‘No room! No 
room!” they cried out when they saw Alice coming. 
“‘There’s plenty of room!”’ said Alice indignantly, and 
she sat down in a large arm-chair at one end of the table. 

‘“‘Have some wine,’ the March Hare said in an 
encouraging tone. 

Alice looked all round the table, but there was nothing 
on it but tea. ‘I don’t see any wine,’”’ she remarked. 

“There isn’t any,” said March Hare. 

“Then it wasn’t very civil of you to offer it,” said 
Alice angrily. 

“Tt wasn’t very civil of you to sit down without 
being invited,” said the March Hare. 

“T didn’t know it was your table,’”’ said Alice; ‘it’s 
laid for a great many more than three.” 

“Your hair wants cutting,” said the Hatter. He had 
been looking at Alice for some time with great curiosity, 
and this was his first speech. 

“You shouldn’t make personal remarks,’’ Alice said 
with some severity; “‘it’s very rude.” 

The Hatter opened his eyes very wide on hearing 
this; but all he said was, ‘“‘ Why is a raven like a writing- 
desk?” 

‘Come, we shall have some fun now!” thought Alice. 


ALICE’S ADVENTURES 


62 


TINS, 


ay, 


”” said the Hatter 


“Your hair wants cutting, 


IN WONDERLAND 63 


“Tm glad they’ve begun asking riddles.—I believe I 
can guess that,’’ she added aloud. 

“Do you mean that you think you can find out the 
answer to it?’’ said the March Hare. 

“Exactly so,’’ said Alice. 

“Then you should say what you mean,” the March 
Hare went on. 

““T do,” Alice hastily replied; “at least—at least 
I mean what I say—that’s the same thing, you know.” 

“Not the same thing a bit!’’ said the Hatter. ‘“ You 
might just as well say that ‘I see what I eat’ is the same 
thing as ‘I eat what I see’!”’ 

“You might just as well say,’ added the March 
Hare, “‘that ‘I like what I get’ is the same thing as 
“I get what I like’!” 

“You might just as well say,’’ added the Dormouse, 
who seemed to be talking in his sleep, “‘that ‘I breathe 
when I sleep’ is the same thing as ‘I sleep when I 
breathe’!”’ 

“Tt is the same thing with you,” said the Hatter, 
and here the conversation dropped, and the party sat 
silent for a minute, while Alice thought over all she 
could remember about ravens and writing-desks, which 
wasn’t much. 

The Hatter was the first to break the silence. “ What 
day of the month is it?” he said, turning to Alice: he 
had taken his watch out of his pocket, and was looking 
at it uneasily, shaking it every now and then, and holding 
it to his ear. 

Alice considered a little, and then said, ‘‘ The fourth.” 

“‘Two days wrong!” sighed the Hatter. “Itold you 
butter wouldn’t suit the works!” he added, looking 
angrily at the March Hare. 

“It was the best butter,” the March Hare meekly 
replied. 

“Yes, but some crumbs must have got in as well,” 
the Hatter grumbled: “you shouldn’t have put it in 
with the bread-knife.”’ 

The March Hare took the watch and looked at it 
gloomily: then he dipped it into his cup of tea, and 
looked at it again: but he could think of nothing better 


64 ALICE’S ADVENTURES 


to say than his first remark, “It was the best butter, 
you know.”’ 

Alice had been looking over his shoulder with some 
curiosity. “What a funny watch!” she remarked. 
“Tt tells the day of the month, and doesn’t tell what 
o’clock it is!” 

“Why should it?” muttered the Hatter. ‘Does your 
watch tell you what year it is?” 

“Of course not,” Alice replied very readily: “but 
that’s because it stays the same year for such a long 
time together.” 

‘Which is just the case with mine,” said the Hatter. 

Alice felt dreadfully puzzled. The Hatter’s remark 
seemed to have no meaning in it, and yet it was certainly 
English. “I don’t quite understand,” she said, as 
politely as she could. 

“The Dormouse is asleep again,’ said the Hatter, 
and he poured a little hot tea upon its nose. 

The Dormouse shook its head impatiently, and said, 
without opening its eyes, ‘Of course, of course; just 
what I was going to remark myself.’ 

“Have you guessed the riddle yet?”’ the Hatter said, 
turning to Alice again. 

“No, I give it up,’ Alice replied: ‘‘what’s the 
answer?” 

“T haven’t the slightest idea,” said the Hatter. 

“Nor I,” said the March Hare. 

Alice sighed wearily. ‘I think you might do some- 
thing better with the time,”’ she said, “than waste it 
asking riddles with no answers.”’ 

“If you knew Time as well as I do,’’ said. the Hatter 
“you wouldn’t talk about wasting if. It’s him.” 

“T don’t know what you mean,” said Alice. 

“Of course you don’t!” the Hatter said, tossing his 
head contemptuously. ‘I dare say you never even 
spoke to Time!” 

“Perhaps not,’ Alice cautiously replied: “but 
I know I have to beat time when I learn music.’’ 

“Ah! that accounts for it,” said the Hatter. “He 
won’t stand beating. Now, if you only kept on good 
terms with him, he’d do almost anything you liked 
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with the clock. For instance, suppose it were nine 
o’clock in the merning, just time to begin lessons: 
you'd only have to whisper a hint to Time, and round 
goes the clock in a twinkling! MHalf-past one, time 
for dinner!” 

(“I only wish it was,” the March Hare said to itself 
in a whisper.) 

“That would be grand, certainly,” said Alice thought- 
fully: “but then—I shouldn’t be hungry for it, you 
know.” 

“Not at first, perhaps,”’ said the Hatter: “but you 
could keep it to half-past one as long as you liked.” 

“Ts that the way you manage?”’ Alice asked. 

The Hatter shook his head mournfully. ‘Not I!” 
he replicd. ‘(We quarrelled last March—just before 
he went mad, you know—” (pointing with his teaspoon 
at the March Hare), ‘‘—it was at the great concert given 
by the Queen of Hearts, and I had to sing 


Twinkle, twinkle, little bat! 
How I wonder what you’re at! 


You know the song, perhaps?” 
“T’ve heard something like it,”’ said Alice. 
“It goes on, you know,” the Hatter continued, “in 
this way: 
Up above the world you fly, 
Like a tea-tray in the sky. 


Twinkle, twinkle——”’ 


Here the Dormouse shook itself, and began singing 
in its sleep, “Twinkle, twinkle, twinkle, twinkle A 
and went on so long that they had to pinch it to make 
it stop. 

“Well, I’d hardly finished the first verse,” said the 
Hatter, “when the Queen jumped up and bawled out, 
‘He’s murdering the time! Off with his head!’”’ 

“How dreadfully savage!’ exclaimed Alice. 

“And ever since that,” the Hatter went on in a 
mournful tone, “he won’t do a thing I ask! It’s always 
six o’clock now.” 

A bright idea came into Alice’s head. “Ts that 
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the reason so many tea-things are put out here?” 
she asked. 

“Yes, that’s it,” said the Hatter with a sigh: “it’s 
always tea-time, and we’ve no time to wash the things 
between whiles.” 

“Then you keep moving round, I suppose?’ said 
Alice. 

“Exactly so,” said the Hatter: “as the things get 
used up.” 

“But what happens when you come to the beginning 
again?’ Alice ventured to ask. 

“Suppose we change the subject,” the March Hare 
interrupted, yawning. “I’m getting tired of this, 
I vote the young lady tells us a story.” 

“T’m afraid I don’t know one,”’ said Alice, rather 
alarmed at the proposal. 

“Then the Dormouse shall!” they both cried. 
“Wake up, Dormouse!”’ And they pinched it on both 
sides at once. 

The Dormouse slowly opened his eyes. ‘I wasn’t 
asleep,’ he said in a hoarse, feeble voice: “I heard 
every word you fellows were saying.” 

“Tell us a story!” said the March Hare. 

“Yes, please do!” pleaded Alice. 

“And be quick about it,” added the Hatter, “or 
you'll be asleep again before it’s done.” 

“Once upon a time there were three little sisters,” 
the Dormouse began in a great hurry; “and their 
names were Elsie, Lacie, and Tillie; and they lived 
at the bottom cf a well 3 

“What did they live on?” said Alice, who always 
took a great interest in questions of eating and drinking. 

“They lived on treacles,” said the Dormouse, after 
thinking a minute or two. 

“They couldn’t have done that, you know,” Alice 
gently remarked; “they’d have been ill.” 

“So they were,” said the Dormouse; “very ill.” 

Alice tried to fancy to herself what such an extra- 
ordinary way of living would be like, but it puzzled her 
too much, so she went on: “But why did they live at 
the bottom of a well?” 
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“Take some more tea,’? the March Hare said to 
Alice, very earnestly. 

“T’ve had nothing yet,”’ Alice replied in an offended 
tone, ‘“‘so I can’t take more.” 

“You mean you can’t take less,’’ said the Hatter: 
“it’s very easy to take more than nothing.” 

““Nobody asked your opinion,” said Alice. 

“‘“Who’s making personal remarks now?” the Hatter 
asked triumphantly. 

Alice did not quite know what to say to this: so she 
helped herself to some tea and bread-and-butter, and 
then turned to the Dormouse, and repeated her question. 
““Why did they live at the bottom of a well?” 

The Dormouse again took a minute or two to think 
about it, and then said, ‘It was a treacle-well.”’ 

“There’s no such thing!” Alice was beginning very 
angrily, but the Hatter and the March Hare went 
“Sh! sh!” and the Dormouse sulkily remarked, “If you 
can’t be civil, you’d better finish the story for yourself.” 

“No, please go on!” Alice said. “I won’t interrupt 
again. I dare say there may be one.” 

“One, indeed!” said the Dormouse indignantly. 
However, he consented to go on. “And so these three 
little sisters—they were learning to draw, you know ii 

“What did they draw?” said Alice, quite forgetting 
her promise. 

“Treacle,”’ said the Dormouse, without considering 
at all this time. 

“JT want a clean cup,” interrupted the Hatter: “let’s 
all move one place on.” 

He moved on as he spoke, and the Dormouse 
followed him: the March Hare moved into the Dor- 
mouse’s place, and Alice rather unwillingly took the 
place of the March Hare. The Hatter was the only one 
who got any advantage from the change: and Alice was 
a good deal worse off, as the March Hare had just upset 
the milk-jug into his plate. 

Alice did not wish to offend the Dormouse again, so 
she began very cautiously: ‘But I don’t understand. 
Where did they draw the treacle from?” 

“You can draw water out of a water-well,”’ said the 
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Hatter; “so I should think you could draw treacle out 
of a treacle-well—eh, stupid?” 

“But they were in the well,” Alice said to the Dor- 
mouse, not choosing to notice this last remark. 

“Of course they were,”’ said the Dormouse; ‘‘—well 
ive 

This answer so confused poor Alice, that she let the 
Dormouse go on for some time without interrupting it. 

“They were learning to draw,’’ the Dormouse went 
on, yawning and rubbing its eyes, for it was getting 
very sleepy; “and they drew all manner of things— 
everything that begins with an M——” 

“Why with an M2?” said Alice. 

“Why not?” said the March Hare. 

Alice was silent. 

The Dormouse had closed its eyes by this time, and 
was going off into a doze; but, on being pinched by the 
Hatter, it woke up again with a little shriek, and went 
on: “‘—that begins with an M, such as mouse-traps, 
and the moon, and memory, and muchness—you know 
you say things are ‘much of a muchness’—did you 
ever see such a thing as a drawing of a muchness?”’ 

“Really, now you ask me,” said Alice, very much 
confused, “I don’t think—_” 

“Then you shouldn’t talk,” said the Hatter. 

This piece of rudeness was more than Alice could 
bear: she got up in great disgust, and walked off; the 
Dormouse fell asleep instantly, and neither of the 
others took the least notice of her going, though she 
looked back once or twice, half hoping that they would 
call after her: the last time she saw them, they were 
trying to put the Dormouse into the teapot. 

“At any rate I’ll never go there again!” said. Alice 
as she picked her way through the wood. “It’s the 
stupidest tea-party I ever was at in all my life!’’ 

Just as she said this, she noticed that one of the 
trees had a door leading right into it. “That’s very 
curious!”” she thought. “But everything’s curious 
to-day. I think I may as well go in at once.” And 
in she went. 

Once more she found herself in the long hall, and 
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close to the little glass table. “Now, I’ll manage 
better this time,’ she said to herself, and began by 
taking the little golden key, and unlocking the door 
that led into the garden. Then she set to work nibbling 
at the mushroom (she had kept a piece of it in her pocket) 
till she was about a foot high: then she walked down 
the little passage: and then—she found herself at last 
in the beautiful garden, among the bright flower-beds 
and the cool fountains. 
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CHAPTER VIII 
THE QUEEN’S CROQUET GROUND 


A LARGE rose-tree stood near the entrance of the garden: 
the roses growing on it were white, but there were three 
gardeners at it, busily painting them red. Alice thought 
this a very curious thing, and she went nearer to watch. 
them, and just as she came up to them she heard one 
of them say, “Look out now, Five! Don’t go splashing 
paint over me like that!” 

“T couldn’t help it,” said Five, in a sulky tone. 
“Seven jogged my elbow.” 

On which Seven looked up and said, “‘That’s right, 
Five! Always lay the blame on others!” 

“You’d better not talk!” said Five. “I heard 
the Queen say only yesterday you deserved to be be- 
headed!”’ 

“What for?”’ said the one who had first spoken. 

“That’s none of your business, Two!” said Seven. 

“Yes, it is his business!”’ said Five. “And I'll tell 
him—it was for bringing the cook tulip-roots instead of 
onions.” 

Seven flung down his brush, and had just begun, 
“Well, of all the unjust things ”? when his eye 
chanced to fall upon Alice, as she stood watching them, 
and he checked himself suddenly: the others looked 
round also, and all of them bowed low. 

“Would you tell me,” said Alice, a little timidly, 
“why you are painting those roses?” 

Five and Seven said nothing, but looked at Two. 
Two began in a low voice, “Why, the fact is, you see, 
Miss, this here ought to have been a red rose-tree, and 
we put a white one in by mistake; and if the Queen 
was to find it out, we should all have our heads cut off, 
you know. So you see, Miss, we’re doing our best, 
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afore she cames, to- *” At this moment, Five, who: 
had been anxiously looking across the garden, called 
out, “The Queen! The Queen!” and the three gar- 
deners instantly threw themselves flat on their faces. 
There was a scund of many footsteps, and Alice looked 
round, eager to see the Queen. 

First came ten soldiers carrying clubs; these were all 
shaped like the three gardeners, oblong and flat, with 
their hands and feet at the corners: next the ten courtiers; 
these were ornamented all over with diamonds, and 
walked two and two, as the soldiers did. After these. 
came the royal children; there were ten of them, and 
the little dears came jumping merrily along hand in 
hand, in couples; they were all ornamented with hearts. 
Next came the guests, mostly Kings and Queens, and 
among them Alice recognised the White Rabbit: it was 
talking in a hurried, nervous manner, smiling at every- 
thing that was said, and went by without noticing her. 
Then followed the Knave of Hearts, carrying the King’s: 
crown on a crimson velvet cushion; and, last of all this. 
grand procession, came the KiNG AND QUEEN OF 
HEARTS. 

Alice was rather doubtful whether she ought not to. 
lie down on her face like the three gardeners, but she 
could not remember ever having heard of such a rule 
at processions; “and besides, what would be the use 
of a procession,” thought she, ‘‘if people had all to lie 
down upon their faces, so that they couldn’t see it?’” 
So she stood still where she was, and waited. 

When the procession came opposite to Alice, they alk 
stopped and looked at her, and the Queen said severely, 
“Who is this?” She said it to the Knave of Hearts, 
who only bowed and smiled in reply. 

“Tdiot!’’ said the Queen, tossing her head im- 
patiently; and, turning to Alice, she went on, ‘“ What’s. 
your name, child?” 

“My name is Alice, so please your Majesty,” said. 
Alice very politely; but she added, to herself, “‘ Why, 
they’re only a pack of cards, after all. I needn’t be 
afraid of them!”’ 

“And who are these?” said the Queen, pointing to 
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the three gardeners who were lying round the rose-tree; 
for, you see, as they were lying on their faces, and 
the pattern on their backs was the same as the rest 
of the pack, she could not tell whether they were 
gardeners, or soldiers, or courtiers, or three of her own 
children. 

‘How should J know?”’ said Alice, surprised at her 
own courage. “It’s no business of mine.” 

The Queen turned crimson with fury, and, after 
glaring at her for a moment like a wild beast, screamed, 
“Off with her head! Off ¥% 

“Nonsense!”’ said Alice, very loudly and decidedly, 
and the Queen was silent. 

The King laid his hand upon her arm, and timidly 
said, “Consider, my dear: she is only a child!” 

The Queen turned angrily away from him, and said 
to the Knave, “Turn them over!”’ 

The Knave did so, very carefully, with one foot. 

“Get up!” said the Queen, in a shrill, loud voice, and 
the three gardeners instantly jumped up, and began 
bowing to the King, the Queen, the royal children, 
and everybody else. 

“Leave off that!” screamed the Queen. ‘ You make 
me giddy.” And then, turning to the rose-tree, she 
went on, “‘ What have you been doing here?” 

“May it please your Majesty,” said Two, in a very 
humble tone, going down on one knee as he spoke, 
“we were trying——” 

“T see!’”? said the Queen, who had meanwhile been 
examining the roses. ‘“‘Off with their heads!” and the 
procession moved on, three of the soldiers remaining 
behind to execute the unfortunate gardeners, who ran 
to Alice for protection. 

“You shan’t be beheaded!” said Alice, and she put 
them into a large flower-pot that stood near. The three 
soldiers wandered about for a minute or two, looking 
for them, and then quietly marched off after the 
others. 

“Are their heads off?” shouted the Queen. 

“Their heads are gone, if it please your Majesty!” 
the soldiers shouted in reply. 
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“That’s right!”’ shouted the Queen. “Can you play 
croquet?’’ 

The soldiers were silent, and looked at Alice, as the 
question was evidently meant for her. 

“Yes!” shouted Alice. 

“Come on, then!’’ roared the Queen, and Alice joined 
the procession, wondering very much what would happen 
next. 

“Tt’s—it’s a very fine day!” said a timid voice at 
her side. She was walking by the White Rabbit, who 
was peeping anxiously into her face. 

“Very,” said Alice: “‘where’s the Duchess?’”’ 

“Hush! Hush!” said the Rabbit in a low, hurried 
tone. He looked anxiously over his shoulder as he 
spoke, and then raised himself upon tiptoe, put his 
mouth close to her ear, and whispered, ‘‘She’s under 
sentence of execution.” 

“What for?”’ said Alice. 

“Did you say, ‘What a pity!’?” the Rabbit asked. 

“No, I didn’t,” said Alice: “I don’t think it’s at all 
a pity. I said, ‘What for?’” 

“She boxed the Queen’s ears——”’ the Rabbit began. 
Alice gave a little scream of laughter. ‘Oh, hush!” 
the Rabbit whispered in a frightened tone. “The 
Queen will hear you! You see she came rather late, 
and the Queen said Ae 

“Get to your places!”’ shouted the Queen in a voice 
of thunder, and people began running about in all 
directions, tumbling up against each other; however, 
they got settled down in a minute or two, and the 
game began. Alice thought she had never seen such 
a curious croquet-ground in all her life; it was all ridges 
and furrows; the balls were live hedgehogs, the mallets 
live flamingoes, and the soldiers had to double them- 
selves up and to stand upon their hands and feet, to 
make the arches. 

The chief difficulty Alice found at first was in man- 
aging her flamingo: she succeeded in getting its body 
tucked away, comfortably enough under her arm, with 
its legs hanging down, but generally, just as she had got 
its neck nicely straightened out, and was going to give 
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the hedgehog a blow with its head, it would twist itself 
round and look up in her face, with such a puzzled ex- 
pression that she could not help bursting out laughing: 
and when she had got its head down, and was going to 
begin again, it was very provoking to find that the hedge- 
hog had unrolled itself, and was in the act of crawling. 
away: besides all this, there was generally a ridge or 
furrow in the way wherever she wanted to send the 
hedgehog to, and, as the doubled-up soldiers were always. 
getting up and walking off to other parts of the ground,. 
Alice soon came to the conclusion that it was a very 
difficult game indeed. 

The players all played at once without waiting for 
turns, quarrelling all the while, and fighting for the 
hedgehogs; and in a very short time the Queen was in 
a furious passion, and went stamping about, and shout- 
ing, “ Off with his head!” or “Off with her head!” about 
once in a minute. 

Alice began 10 feel very uneasy: to be sure she had 
not as yet had any dispute with the Queen, but she 
knew that it might happen any minute, “and then,’’ 
thought she, “what would become of me? They’re: 
dreadfully fond of beheading people here; the great. 
wonder is that there’s anyone left alive!” 

She was looking about for some way of escape, and 
wondering whether she could get away without being 
seen, when she noticed a curious appearance in the air: 
it puzzled her very much at first, but, after watching 
it a minute or two, she made it out to bea grin, and she 
said to herself, “It’s the Cheshire Cat: now I shall have 
somebody to talk to.” 

“How are you getting on?” said the Cat, as soon as 
there was mouth enough for it to speak with. 

Alice waited till the eyes appeared, and then nodded. 
“Tt’s no use speaking to it,”’ she thought, “till its cars. 
have come, or at least one of them.” In another 
minute the whole head appeared, and then Alice put 
down her flamingo, and began an account of the game, 
feeling very glad she had someone to listen to her. 
The Cat seemed to think that there was enough of it 
now in sight, and no more of it appeared. 
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“JT don’t think they play at all fairly,’ Alice began, 
in rather a complaining tone, “and they all quarrel 
so dreadfully one can’t hear oneself speak—and they 
don’t seem to have any rules in particular; at least, 
if there are, nobody attends to them—and you’ve no 
idea how confusing it is all the things being alive; for 
instance, there’s the arch I’ve got to go through next 
walking about at the other end of the ground—and 
I should have croqueted the Queen’s hedgehog just 
now, only it ran away when it saw mine coming!” 

“How do you like the Queen?” said the Cat in a low 
voice. 

“Not at all,” said Alice: “she’s so extremely Le 
Just then she noticed that the Queen was close behind 
her listening: so she went on, ““—likely to win, that it’s 
hardly worth while finishing the game.” 

The Queen smiled and passed on. 

“Who are you talking to?” said the King, coming 
up to Alice, and looking at the Cat’s head with great 
curiosity. 

“It’s a friend of mine—a Cheshire Cat,” said Alice: 
“allow me to introduce it.” 

“TI don’t like the look of it at all,” said the King: 
“however, it may kiss my hand if it likes,’’ 

“T’d rather not,” the Cat remarked. 

“Don’t be impertinent,” said the King, “and don’t 
look at me like that!” He got behind Alice as he 
spoke. 

“A cat may look at a king,” said Alice. “I’ve read 
that in some book, but I don’t remember where.”’ 

“Well, it must be removed,” said the King very 
decidedly, and he calied to the Queen, who was passing 
at the moment, “My dear! I wish you would have this 
cat removed!” 

The Queen had only one way of settling all difficulties, 
great or small. ‘Off with his head!” she said, without 
even looking round. 

“Vl fetch the executioner myself,” said the King 
eagerly, and he hurried off. 

Alice thought she might as well go back and see how 
the game was going on, as she heard the Queen’s voice 
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in the distance, screaming with passion. She had 
already heard her sentence three of the players to be 
executed for having missed their turns, and she did 
not like the look of things at all, as the game was in 
such confusion that she never knew whether it was her 
turn or not. So she went in search of her hedgehog. 

The hedgehog was engaged in a fight with another 
hedgehog, which seemed to Alice an excellent oppor- 
tunity for croqueting one of them with the other: the 
only difficulty was, that her flamingo was gone across 
to the other side of the garden, where Alice could sec 
it trying in a helpless sort of way to fly up into one of 
the trees. 

By the time she had caught the flamingo and brought 
it back, the fight was over, and both the hedgehogs 
were out of sight: “but it doesn’t matter much,” 
thought Alice, ‘‘as all the arches are gone from this 
side of the ground.” So she tucked it under her arm, 
that it might not escape again, and went back for a 
little more conversation with her friend. 

When she got back to the Cheshire Cat, she was 
surprised to find quite a large crowd collected round it: 
there was a dispute going on between the executioner, 
the King, and the Queen, who were all talking at once, 
while all the rest were quite silent, and looked very 
uncomfortable. 

The moment Alice appeared, she was appealed to by 
all three to settle the question, and they repeated their 
arguments to her, though, as they all spoke at once, 
she found it very hard indeed to make out exactly what 
they said. 

The executioner’s argument was, that you couldn’t 
cut off a head unless there was a body to cut it 
off from: that he had never had to do such a thing 
before, and he wasn’t going to begin at his time of 
life. 

The King’s argument was, that anything that had 
a head could be beheaded, and that you weren’t to 
talk nonsense. 

The Queen’s argument was, that if something wasn’t 
done about it in less than no time, she’d have everybody 
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executed, all round. (It was this last remark that had 
made the whole party look so grave and anxious.) 

Alice could think of nothing else to say, but, “It 
belongs to the Duchess: you’d better ask her about it.” 

‘*She’s in prison,’’ the Queen said to the executioner: 
“fetch her here.” And the executioner went off like 
an arrow. 

The Cat’s head began fading away the moment he 
-~was gone, and, by the time he had come back with the 
Duchess, it had entirely disappeared; so the King and 
the executioner ran wildly up and down looking for it, 
while the rest of the party went back to the game. 
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CHAPTER IX 
THE MOCK TURTLE’S STORY 


“You can’t think how glad I am to see you again, you 
dear old thing!” said the Duchess, as she tucked her arm 
affectionately into Alice’s, and they walked off together. 

Alice was very glad to find her in such a pleasant 
temper, and thought to herself that perhaps it was 
only the pepper that had made her so savage when 
they met in the kitchen. 

“When I’m a Duchess,” she said to herself (not in 
a very hopeful tone though), “I won’t have any pepper 
in my kitchen at all. Soup does very well without— 
Maybe it’s always pepper that makes people hot- 
tempered,” she went on, very much pleased at having 
found cut a new kind of rule, “and vinegar that makes 
them sour—and camomile that makes them bittcr— 
and—and barley-sugar and such things that make 
children sweet-tempered. I only wish people knew 
that: then they wouldn’t be so stingy about it, you 
know od 

She had quite forgotten the Duchess by this time, 
and was a little startled when she heard her voice close 
to her ear. “You’re thinking about something, my 
dear, and that makes you forget to talk. I can’t tell 
you just now what the moral of that is, but I shalt 
remember it in a bit.” 

“Perhaps it hasn’t one,’”’ Alice ventured to remark. 

“Tut, tut, child!’’ said the Duchess. ‘‘ Everything’s 
got a moral, if only you can find it.”” And she squeezed 
herself up closer to Alice’s side as she spoke. 

Alice did not much like her keeping so close to her: 
first, because the Duchess was very ugly; and secondly, 
because she was exactly the right height to rest her 
chin upon Alice’s shoulder, and it was an uncomfortably 
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sharp chin. However, she did not like to be rude, so 
she bore it as well as she could. ‘“‘The game seems to 
be going on rather better now,” she said. 

“Tis so,” said the Duchess: “‘and the moral of it is— 
‘Oh, ’tis love, ’tis love, that makes the world go round!”’ 

“Somebody said,’ whispered Alice, “that it’s done 
by everybody minding their own business!”’ 

“Ah, well! It means much the same thing,” said 
the Duchess, digging her sharp little chin into Alice’s 
shoulder as she added, “and the moral of that is—‘ Take 
care of the sense, and the sounds will take care of 
themselves.’”’ 

“How fond she is of finding morals in things!” 
Alice thought to herself. 

“‘I dare say you’re wondering why I don’t put my 
arm round your waist,” the Duchess said after a pause: 
“the reason is, that I’m doubtful about the temper of 
your flamingo. Shall I try the experiment?” 

‘‘He might bite,’’ Alice cautiously replied, not feeling 
at all anxious to have the experiment tried. 

“Very true,’ said the Duchess: “flamingoes and 
mustard both bite. And the moral of that is—‘ Birds 
of a feather flock together.’”’ 

“Only mustard isn’t a bird,” Alice remarked. 

“Right, as usual,” said the Duchess: “‘ what a clear 
way you have of putting things!” 

“It’s a mineral, I think,’’ said Alice. 

“Of course it is,’”’ said the Duchess, who seemed ready 
to agree to everything that Alice said; ‘‘there’s a large 
mustard-mine near here. And the moral of that is— 
‘The more there is of mine, the less there is of yours.’”’ 

“Oh, I know!” exclaimed Alice, who had not 
attended to this last remark. “It’s a vegetable. It 
doesn’t look like one, but it is.”’ 

“TI quite agree with you,” said the Duchess; ‘‘and the 
moral of that is—‘Be what you would seem to be’—or 
if you’d like it put more simply—‘ Never imagine your- 
self not to be otherwise than what it might appear to 
others that what you were or might have been was not 
otherwise than what you had been would have appeared 
to them to be otherwise.’” 


IN WONDERLAND . 81 


“TI think I should understand that better,” Alice 
said very politely, “if I had it written down: but I’m 
afraid I can’t quite follow it as you say it.’ 

“That’s nothing to what I could say if I chose,” the 
Duchess replied, in a pleased tone. 

“Pray don’t trouble yourself to say it any longer 
than that,” said Alice. 

“Oh, don’t talk about trouble!” said the Duchess. 
“T make you a present of everything I’ve said as yet.” 

“A cheap sort of present!’’ thought Alice. “I’m 
glad they don’t give birthday presents like that!’ 
But she did not venture to say it out loud. 

“Thinking again?” the Duchess asked with another 
dig of her sharp little chin. 

“T’ve a right to think,” said Alice sharply, for she 
was beginning to feel a little worried. 

“Just about as much right,”’ said the Duchess, “as 
pigs have to fly; and the m ee 

But here, to Alice’s great surprise, the Duchess’s 
voice died away, even in the middle of her favourite 
word “moral,” and the arm that was linked into hers 
began to tremble. Alice looked up, and there stood 
the Queen in front of them, with her arms folded, 
frowning liké a thunderstorm. 

“A fine day, your Majesty!’ the Duchess began ina 
low, weak voice. 

“Now, I give you fair warning,” shouted the Queen, 
stamping on the ground as she spoke; “either you or 
your head must be off, and that in about half no time! 
Take you choice!” 

The Duchess took her choice, and was gone ina 
moment. 

“Let’s go on with the game,” the Queen said to 
Alice; and Alice was too much frightened to say a 
word, but slowly followed her back to the croquet- 
ground. 

The other guests had taken advantage of the Queen’s 
absence, and were resting in the shade: however, the 
moment they saw her, they hurried back to the game, 
the Queen merely remarking that a moment’s delay 
would cost them their lives. 
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All the time they were playing the Queen never left 
off quarrelling with the other players, and shouting, 
“ Off with his head!” or “Off with her head!”’ Those 
whom she sentenced were taken into custody by the 
soldiers, who of course had to leave off being arches to 
do this, so that by the end of half an hour or so there 
were no arches left, and all the players, except the 
King, the Queen, and Alice, were in custody and under 
sentence of execution. 

Then the Queen left off, quite out of breath, and said 
to Alice, ‘Have you seen the Mock Turtle yet?” 

“No,” said Alice. ‘I don’t even know what a Mock 
Turtle is.” 

“It’s the thing Mock Turtle Soup is made from,” 
said the Queen. 

“‘T never saw one, or heard of one,’’ said Alice. 

“Come on, then,’’ said the Queen, ‘‘and he shall tell 
you his history.” 

As they walked off together, Alice heard the King 
say in a low voice, to the company generally, “You 
are all pardoned.” “Come, that’s a good thing!” she 
said to herself, for she had felt quite unhappy at the 
number of executions the Queen had ordered. 

They very soon came upon a Gryphon, lying fast 
asleep in the sun. (If you don’t know what a Gryphon 
is, look at the picture on page 88.) ‘‘ Up, lazy thing!” said 
the Queen, “and take this young lady to see the Mock 
Turtle, and to hear his history. I must go back, and 
see after some executions I have ordered,’’ and she 
walked off, leaving Alice alone with the Gryphon. 
Alice did not quite like the look of the creature, but on 
the whole she thought it would be quite as safe to stay 
with it as to go after that savage Queen: so she waited. 

The Gryphon sat up and rubbed its eyes: then it 
watched the Queen till she was out of sight: then it 
chuckled. ‘‘What fun!” said the Gryphon, half to 
itself, half to Alice. 

“What is the fun?” said Alice. 

“Why, she,” said the Gryphon. “It’s all her fancy, 
that: they never executes nobody, you know. Come 
on!”’ 
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“Everybody says ‘come on!’ here,” thought Alice, 
as she went slowly after it: “I never was so ordered 
about in all my life, never!” 

They had not gone far before they saw the Mock 
Turtle in the distance, sitting sad and lonely on a 
little ledge of rock, and, as they came nearer, Alice 
could hear him sighing as if his heart would break. She 
pitied him deeply. ‘What is his sorrow?” she asked 
the Gryphon, and the Gryphon answered, very nearly 
in the same words as before, “It’s all his fancy, that: 
he hasn’t got no sorrow, you know. Come on!” 

So they went up to the Mock Turtle, who looked at 
them with large eyes full of tears, but said nothing. 

“This here young lady,’”’ said the Gryphon, “she 
wants for to know your history, she do.” 

“Tl tell it her,’ said the Mock Turtle in a deep, 
hollow tone: “sit down, both of you, and don’t speak a 
word till I’ve finished.” 

So they sat down, and nobody spoke for some 
minutes. Alice thought to herself, ‘‘I don’t see how he 
can ever finish, if he doesn’t begin.’”’ But she waited 
patiently. 

“Once,” said the Mock .Turtle at last, with a deep 
sigh, “‘I was a real Turtle.’’ 

These words were followed by a very long silence, 
broken only by an occasional exclamation of “‘ Hjckrrh!” 
from the Gryphon, and the constant heavy sobbing of 
the Mock Turtle. Alice was very nearly getting up and 
saying, “Thank you, sir, for your interesting story,” 
but she could not help thinking there must be more to 
come, so she Sat still and said nothing. 

“When we were little,’’ the Mock Turtle went on at 
last, more calmly, though still sobbing a little now and 
then, ““we went to school in the sea. The master was 
an old Turtle—we used to call him Tortoise 2 

“Why did you call him Tortoise, if he wasn’t one?” 
Alice asked. 

“We called him Tortoise because he taught us,” 
said the Mock Turtle angrily: “really you are very dull!” 

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself for asking 
such a simple question,” added the Gryphon; and then 


84 ALICE’S ADVENTURES 


they both sat silent and looked at poor Alice, who felt 
ready to sink into the earth. At last the Gryphon 
said to the Mock Turtle, “Drive on, old fellow! Don’t 
be all day about it!’’ and he went on in these words: 

“Yes, we went to school in the sea, though you 
mayn’t believe it Ke 

“I never said I didn’t!” interrupted Alice. 

“You did,’ said the Mock Turtle. 

“Hold your tongue!’’ added the Gryphon, before 
Alice could speak again. The Mock Turtle went on: 

“We had the best of educations—in fact, we went to 
school every day if 

“I’ve been to a day-school, too,” said Alice; “you 
needn’t be so proud as all that.” 

“With extras?” asked the Mock Turtle a little 
anxiously. 

“Yes,” said Alice, ‘‘we learned French and music.’ 

“And washing?” said the Mock Turtle. 

“Certainly not!” said Alice indignently. 

“Ah! then yours wasn’t a really good school,” said 
the Mock Turtle in a tone of great relief. “Now at 
ours they had at the end of the bill, ‘French, music, 
and washing—extra.’”’ 

“You couldn’t have wanted it much,” said Alice; 
“living at the bottom of the sea.” 

“I couldn’t afford to learn it,’’ said the Mock Turtle 
with asigh. “I only took the regular course.” 

“What was that?” inquired Alice. 

“Reeling and Writhing, of course, to begin with,” 
‘the Mock Turtle replied ; ‘and then the different branches 
of Arithmetic—Ambition, Distraction, Uglification, and 
Derision.”’ 

“T never heard of ‘ Uglification,’”’ Alice ventured to 
say. ‘What is it?” 

The Gryphon lifted up both its paws in surprise. 
“What! Never heard of uglifying!” it exclaimed. 
“You know what to beautify is, I suppose?’”’ 

“Yes,” said Alice doubtfully: “it means—to—make 
—anything—prettier.”’ 

“Well, then,” the Gryphon went on, “if you don’t 
know what to uglify is, you must be a simpleton.” 
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Alice did not feel encouraged to ask any more ques- 
tions about it, so she turned to the Mock Turtle, and 
said, “‘What else had you to learn?” 

“Well, there was Mystery,” the Mock Turtle replied, 
counting off the subjects on his flappers. ‘““—Mystery, 
ancient and modern, with Seaography: then Drawling— 
the Drawling-master was an old conger-eel, that used to 
come once a week: he taught us Drawling, Stretching, 
and Fainting in Coils.” 

“What was that like?”’ said Alice. 

“Well, I can’t show it you myself,” the Mock Turtle 
said: “I’m too stiff. And the Gryphon never learnt it.” 

“Hadn’t time,” said the Gryphon: “I went to the 
Classical master, though. He was an old crab, he was.” 

“T never went to him,” the Mock Turtle said with a 
sigh: “he taught Laughing and Grief, they used to say.” 

“So he did, so he did,” said the Gryphon, sighing in 
his turn; and both creatures hid their faces in their 
paws. 

“And how many hours a day did you do lessons?” 
said Alice, in a hurry to change the subject. 

“Ten hours the first day,’’ said the Mock Turtle: 
“nine the next and so on.” ; 

“What a curious plan!” exclaimed Alice. 

“That’s the reason they’re called lessons,” the 
Gryphon remarked: ‘‘because they lessen from day to 
day.” 

"This was quite a new idea to Alice, and she thought 
it over a little before she made her next remark. “‘Then 
the eleventh day must have been a holiday?” 

“Of course it was,’’ said the Mock Turtle. 

“And how did you manage on the twelfth?” Alice 
went on eagerly. 

“That’s enough about lessons,” the Gryphon inter- 
rupted in a very decided tone: “tell her something about 
the games now.” 
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CHAPTER X 
THE LOBSTER QUADRILLE 


THE Mock Turtle sighed deeply, and drew the back of 
one flapper across his eyes. He looked at Alice, and 
tried to speak, but, for a minute or two, sobs choked 
his voice. “Same as if he had a bone in his throat,” 
said the Gryphon: and it set to work shaking him and 
punching him in the back. At last the Mock Turtle 
recovered his voice, and, with tears running down his 
cheeks, went on again: 

“You may not have lived much under the sea He 
(“I haven’t,” said Alice) ‘“‘and perhaps you were never 
even introduced to a lobster ” (Alice began to say, 
“T once tasted ” but checked herself hastily, and 
said, “‘No, never’’) ‘‘“—so you can have no idea what a 
delightful thing a Lobster Quadrille is!” 

“No, indeed,” said Alice. ‘What sort of a dance 
is it?” 

“Why,” said the Gryphon, “you first form into a 
line along the sea-shore a - 

“Two lines!’ cried the Mock Turtle. “ Seals, turtles, 
and so on; then, when you’ve cleared the jelly-fish out 
of the way——”’ 

“That generally takes some time,” interrupted the 
Gryphon. 

“vou advance twice ae 

“Each with a lobster as a partner!” cried the 
Gryphon. 

“Of course,”’ the Mock Turtle said: “advance twice, 
set to partners me 

““—change lobsters, and retire in same order,” con- 
tinued the Gryphon. 

“Then, you know,” the Mock Turtle went on, “you 
throw the a 
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“The lobsters!”’ shouted the Gryphon, with a bound 
into the air. 

“as far out to sea as you can 

“Swim after them!’’ screamed the Gryphon. 

“Turn a somersault in the sea!” cried the Mock 
Turtle, capering wildly about. 

“Change lobsters again!”’ yelled the Gryphon. 

“Back to land again, and—that’s all the first figure,”’ 
said the Mock Turtle, suddenly dropping his voice; and 
the two creatures, who had been jumping about like 
mad things, sat down again very sadly and quietly, and 
looked at Alice. 

“Tt must be a very pretty dance,” said Alice, timidly. 

“Would you like to see a little of it?’”’ said the Mock 
Turtle. 

“‘Very much indeed,” said Alice. 

“‘Let’s try the first figure!’’ said the Mock Turtle to 
the Gryphon. ‘‘ We can do without lobsters, you know. 
Which shall sing?” 

“Oh, you sing,” said the Gryphon. “I’ve forgotten 
the words.” 

So they began solemnly dancing round and round 
Alice, every now and then treading on her toes when 
they passed too close, and waving their forepaws to 
mark the time, while the Mock Turtle sang this, very 
slowly and sadly: 


a” 


“ Will you walk a little faster ?’’ said a whiting to a snail, 
“‘ There’s a porpoise close behind us, and he’s treading on 
my tail. 
See how eagerly the lobsters and the turtles all advance ! 
They are waiting on the shingle—will you come and join 
the dance ? 
Will you, won’t you, will you, won’t you, will you join 
the dance ? 
Will you, won’t you, will you, won’t you, won't you 
join the dance ? 


“ You can really have no notion how delightful it will be, 
When they take us up and throw us, with the lobsters, out 
to sea!” 
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But the snail replied ‘‘ Too far, too far!” and gave a look 
askance— 
Said he thanked the whiting kindly, but he would not Join 
the dance. 
Would not, could not, would not, could not, would not 
Join the dance. 
Would noi, could not, would not, could not, could not 
join the dance. 


“ What matters it how far we go ?’’ his scaly friend replied. 
“There is another shore, you know, upon the other side. 
The further off from England the nearer is to France— 
Then turn not pale, beloved snail, but come and join the 
dance. 
Will you, won’t you, will you, won’t you, will you join 
the dance ? 
Will you, won’t you, will you, won’t you, won’t you 
join the dance ?”’ 


“Thank you, it’s a very interesting dance to watch,’ 
said Alice, feeling very glad that it was over at last: 
“and I do so like that curious song about the whiting!’ 

“Oh, as to the whiting,” said the Mock Turtle, ‘‘they 
—you’ve seen them, of course?” 

““Yes,”’ said Alice, “ I’ve often seen them at dinn 
she checked herself hastily. 

“‘T don’t know where Dinn may be,’’ said the Mock 
Turtle, ‘but if you’ve seen them so often, of course you 
know what they’re like.” 

“IT believe so,’’ Alice replied thoughtfully. “They 
have their tails in their mouths—and they’re all over 
crumbs.” 

“You’re wrong about the crumbs,”’ said the Mock 
Turtle: “crumbs would all wash off in the sea. But 
they have their tails in their mouths; and the reason 
is—’’ here the Mock Turtle yawned and shut his eyes. 
“‘Tell her about the reason and all that,” he said to the 
Gryphon. 

“The reason is,”’ said the Gryphon, “‘that they would 
go with the lobsters to dance. So they got thrown 
out to sea. So they had to fall a long way. So they 
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got their tails fast in their mouths. So they couldn’t 
get them out again. That’s all.” 

“Thank you,” said Alice, “it’s very interesting. 
I never knew so much about a whiting before.”’ 

“T can tell you more than that, if you like,”’ said 
the Gryphon. “Do you know why it’s called a 
whiting ?”’ 

“IT never thought about it,” said Alice. ‘“‘ Why?” 

“It does the boots and shoes,’’ the Gryphon replied 
very solemnly. 

Alice was thoroughly puzzled. ‘Does the boots and 
shoes!’’ she repeated in a wondering tone. 

“Why, what are your shoes done with?” said the 
Gryphon. “I mean, what makes them so shiny?” 

Alice looked down at them, and considered a little 
before she gave her answer. ‘“They’re done with 
blacking, I believe.’’ 

“Boots and shoes under the sea,” the Gryphon went 
on in a deep voice, ‘“‘are done with whiting. Now you 
know.” 

“And what are they made of?” Alice asked in a tone 
of great curiosity. 

“Soles and eels, of course,” the Gryphon replied rather 
impatiently: ‘any shrimp could have told you that.” 

“If I'd been the whiting,” said Alice, whose thoughts 
were still running on the song, “I’d have said to the 
porpoise, “Keep back, please: we don’t want you with 
us!”’ 

“They were obliged to have him with them,” the 
Mock Turtle said: ‘‘no wise fish would go anywhere 
without a porpoise.” 

“Wouldn’t it really?” said Alice in a tone of great 
surprise. 

“Of course not,” said the Mock Turtle: “why, if a- 
fish came to me, and told me he was going a journey, 
I should say, ‘ With what porpoise?’”’ 

“Don’t you mean ‘purpose’?” said Alice. 

“TI mean what I say,” the Mock Turtle replied in an 
offended tone. And the Gryphon added, ‘‘Come, let’s 
hear. some of your adventures.” 

“T could tell you my adventures—beginning from 
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this morning,” said Alice a little timidly: “but it’s no 
use going back to yesterday, because I was a different 
person then.” 

“Explain all that,” said the Mock Turtle. 

“No, no! The adventures first,’’ said the Gryphon 
in an impatient tone: “explanations take such a dreadful 
time.” 

So Alice began telling them her adventures from the 
time when she first saw the White Rabbit. She was a 
little nervous about it just at first, the two creatures 
got so close to her, one on each side, and opened their 
eyes and mouths so very wide, but she gained courage as 
she went on. Her listeners were perfectly quiet till she 
got to the part about her repeating “‘ You are old, Father 
William,” to the Caterpillar, and the words all coming 
different, and then the Mock Turtle drew a long breath, 
and said, ‘‘That’s very curious.” 

“Tt’s all about as curious as can be,” said the 
Gryphon. 

“Tt all came different!’’ the Mock Turtle repeated 
thoughtfully. “I should like to hear her repeat some- 
thing now. Tell her to begin.’”’ He looked at the 
Gryphon as if he thought it had some kind of authority 
over Alice. 

“Stand up and repeat ‘’Tis the voice of the 
sluggard,’”’ said the Gryphon. 

“How the creatures order one about, and make one 
repeat lessons!”’ thought Alice. “I might as well be 
at school at once.’”’ However, she got up, and began 
to repeat it, but her head was so full of the Lobster 
Quadrille, that she hardly knew what she was saying, 
and the words came very queer indeed: 


““*Tis the voice of the Lobster ; I heard him declare 
* You have baked me too brown, I must sugar my hair.’ 
As a duck with its eyelids, so he with his nose 
Trims his belt and his buttons, and turns out his toes. 
When the sands are all dry, he is gay as a lark, 
And will talk in contemptuous tones of the Shark: 
But, when the tide rises and sharks are around, 
His voice has a timid and tremulous sound. 


92 ALICE’S ADVENTURES 


“That’s different from what J used to say when I 
was a child,” said the Gryphon. 

“Well, I never heard it before,” said the Mock Turtle; 
“but it sounds uncommon nonsense.” 

Alice said nothing; she had sat down with her face 
in her hands, wondering if anything would ever happen 
in a natural way again. : 

“IT should like to have it explained,’”’ said the Mock 
Turtle. 

“She can’t explain it,” hastily said the Gryphon. 
“Go on to the next verse.” 

“But about his toes?” the Mock Turtle persisted. 
“How could he turn them out with his nose, you know?” 

“Tt’s the first position in dancing,” Alice said; but 
was dreadfully puzzled by it all, and longed to change 
the subject. ¢ 

“Go on with the next verse,” the Gryphon repeated: 
“jt begins with the words, ‘I passed by his garden.’” 

Alice did not dare to disobey, though she felt sure it 
would all come wrong, and she went on in a trembling 
voice: 


“T passed by his garden, and marked, with one eye, 
How the Owl and the Panther were sharing a pie: 
The Panther took pie-crust, and gravy, and meat, 
While the Owl had the dish as its share of the treat, 
When the pie was all finished, the Owl, as a boon, 
Was kindly permitted to pocket the spoon: 
While the Panther received knife and fork with a growl, 
And concluded the banquet by ——~’” 


“What is the use of repeating all that stuff,’”’ the 
Mock Turtle interrupted, “if you don’t explain it as 
you go on? It’s by far the most confusing thing I ever 
heard!” 

“Yes, I think you’d better leave off,” said the 
Gryphon: and Alice was only too glad to do so. 

“Shall we try another figure of the Lobster Quad- 
rille?”’ the Gryphon went on. “Or would you like the 
Mock Turtle to sing you a song?” 

“Oh, a song, please, if the Mock Turtle would be so 
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kind,” Alice replied, so eagerly that the Gryphon said, 
in a rather offended tone, “Hm! No accounting for 
tastes! Sing her ‘Turtle Soup,’ will you, old fellow?” 

The Mock Turtle sighed deeply, and began, in a voice 
sometimes choked with sobs, to sing this: 


“Beautiful Soup, so rich and green, 

Waiting in a hot tureen ! 

Who for such dainties would not stoop ? 

Soup of the evening, beautiful Soup ! 

Soup of the evening, beautiful Soup ! 
Beau—ootiful Soo—oop ! 
Beau—ootiful Soo—oop ! 

Soo—oop of the e—e—evening, 
Beautiful, beoutiful Soup ! 


“Beautiful Soup! Who cares for fish, 

Game, or any other dish? 

Who would not give all else for two p 

ennyworth only of beautiful Soup ? 

Pennyworth only of beautiful Soup ? 
Beau—ootiful Soo—oop ! 
Beau—ootiful Soo—oop ! 

Soo—oop of the e—e—evening, 
Beautiful, beauti—ruu sour! ” 


“Chorus again!”’ cried the Gryphon, and the Mock 
Turtle had just begun to repeat it, when a cry of ‘The 
trial’s beginning!’’ was heard in the distance. 

“Come on!”’ cried the Gryphon, and, taking Alice by 
the hand, it hurried off, without waiting for the end of 
the song. 

“What trial is it?’’ Alice panted as she ran; but the 
Gryphon only answered, “‘Come on!”’ and ran the faster, 
while more and more faintly came, carried on the breeze 
that followed them, the melancholy words: 


* Soo-oop of the e—e—evening, 
Beautiful, beautiful Soup !”’ 
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CHAPTER XI 
WHO STOLE THE TARTS? 


Tue King and Queen of Hearts were seated on their 
throne when they arrived, with a great crowd assembled 
about them—all sorts of little birds and beasts, as well 
as the whole pack of cards: the Knave was standing 
before them, in chains, with a soldier on each side to 
guard him; and near the King was the White Rabbit, 
with a trumpet in one hand, and a scroll of parchment 
in the other. In the very middle of the court was a 
table, with a large dish of tarts upon it: they looked 
so good that it made Alice quite hungry to look at them 
—‘‘I wish they’d get the trial done,”’ she thought, “‘and 
hand round the refreshments!’’ But there seemed to 
be no chance of this, so she began looking about her, 
to pass away the time. 

Alice had never been in a court of justice before, but 
she had read about them in books, and she was quite 
pleased to find that she knew the name of nearly every- 
thing there. ‘‘That’s the judge,” she said to herself, 
“because of his great wig.” 

The judge, by the way, was the King; and as he wore 
his crown over the wig (look at the illustration on page 
97 if you want to see how he did it), he did not look at 
all comfortable, and it was certainly not becoming. 

“‘And that’s the jury-box,” thought Alice, “‘and those 
twelve creatures’’ (she was obliged to say “creatures,” 
you see, because some of them were animals, and some 
were birds,) “‘I suppose they are the jurors.”” She said 
this last word two or three times over to herself, being 
rather proud of it: for she thought, and rightly too, that 
very few little girls of her age knew the meaning of 
it at all. However, ‘‘jurymen”’ would have done just 
as well. 

The twelve jurors were all writing very busily on 
slates. “What are they all doing?’ Alice whispered 
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to the Gryphon. ‘They can’t have anything to put 
down yet, before the trial’s begun.” 

“They’re putting down their names,” the Gryphon 
whispered in reply, “‘for fear they should forget them 
before the end of the trial.” 

“Stupid things!’”’ Alice began in a loud, indignant 
voice, but she stopped hastily, for the White Rabbit 
cried out, “Silence in the court!”” and the King put 
on his spectacles and looked anxiously round, to see 
who was talking. 

Alice could see, as well as if she were looking over 
their shoulders, that all the jurors were writing down 
“stupid things!”’ on their slates, and she could even 
make out that one of them didn’t know how to spell 
“stupid,” and that he had to ask his neighbour to tell 
him. ‘A nice muddle their slates will be in before 
the trial’s over!’”’ thought Alice. 

One of the jurors had a pencil that squeaked. This, 
of course, Alice could not stand, and she went round 
the court and got behind him, and very soon found an 
opportunity of taking it away. She did it so quickly 
that the poor little juror (it was Bill, the Lizard) could 
not make out at all what had become of it; so, after 
hunting all about for it, he was obliged to write with 
one finger for the rest of the day; and this was of very 
little use, as it left no mark on the slate. 

“‘Herald, read the accusation!’’ said the King. 

On this the White Rabbit blew three blasts on the 
trumpet, and then unrolled the parchment scroll, and 
read as follows: 


“‘ The Queen of Hearts, she made some tarts, 
Allon a summer day: 
The Knave of Hearts, he stole those tarts, 
And took them quite away !”’ 


“Consider your verdict,” the King said to the jury. 

“Not yet, not yet!” the Rabbit hastily interrupted. 
‘‘There’s a great deal to come before that!” 

“Call the first witness,” said the King; and the White 
‘Rabbit blew three blasts on the trumpet, and called out, 
“First witness!”’ 
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The first witness was the Hatter. He came in with 
a teacup in one hand and a piece of bread-and-butter in 
the other. “‘I beg pardon, your Majesty,’ he began, 
“for bringing these in: but I hadn’t quite finished my 
tea when I was sent for.”’ 

“You ought to have finished,” said the King. 
“When did you begin?”’ 

The Hatter looked at the March Hare, who had 
followed him into the court, arm-in-arm with the 
Dormouse. ‘“‘Fourteenth of March, I think it was,’ 
he said. 

“Fifteenth,”’ said the March Hare. 

“Sixteenth,’”’ added the Dormouse. 

“Write that down,” the King said to the jury, and 
the jury eagerly wrote down all three dates on their 
slates, and then added them up, and reduced the answer 
to shillings and pence. 

“Take off your hat,’’ the King said to the Hatter. 

“Tt isn’t mine,” said the Hatter. 

“Stolen!” the King exclaimed, turning to the jury, 
who instantly made a memorandum of the fact. 

“TI keep them to sell,’ the Hatter added as an 
explanation: ‘I’ve none of my own. I’m a hatter.” 

Here the Queen put on her spectacles, and began 
staring hard at the Hatter, who turned pale and 
fidgeted. 

“Give your evidence,”’ said the King; ‘‘and don’t be 
nervous, or [’ll have you executed on the spot.” 

This did not seem to encourage the witness at all: he 
kept shifting from one foot to the other, looking uneasily 
at the Queen, and in his confusion he bit a large piece 
out of his teacup instead of the bread-and-butter. 

Just at this moment Alice felt a very curious sensa- 
tion, which puzzled her a good deal until she made out 
what it was: she was beginning to grow larger again, 
and she thought at first she would get up and leave the 
court; but on second thoughts she decided to remain 
where she was as long as there was room for her. 

“TI wish you wouldn’t squeeze so,” said the Dor- 


mouse, who was sitting next to her. “I can hardly 
breathe.” 
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“T can’t help it,” said Alice very meekly: “I’m 
growing.” 

““You’ve no right to grow here,’”’ said the Dormouse. 

“Don’t talk nonsense,” said Alice more boldly: “‘ you 
know youre growing too.” 

“Yes, but J grow at a reasonable pace,” said the 
Dormouse: “not in that ridiculous fashion.” And he 
got up very sulkily and crossed over to the other side 
of the court. 

All this time the Queen had never left off staring at 
the Hatter, and, just as the Dormouse crossed the court, 
she said to one of the officers of the court, “Bring me 
the list of the singers in the last concert!’’ on which the 
wretched Hatter trembled so, that he shook both his 
shoes off. : 

“Give your evidence,” the King repeated angrily, 
“or I'll have you executed, whether you’re nervous 
or not.” 

“Tm a poor man, your Majesty,” the Hatter began, 
in a trembling voice, “and I hadn’t begun my tea— 
not above a week or so—and what with the bread-and- 
butter getting so thin—and the twinkling of the tea oe 

“The twinkling of the what?” said the King. 

“Tt began with the tea,” the Hatter replied. 

“Of course twinkling begins with a T!” said the King 
sharply. “Do you take me for a dunce? Go on!” 

“T’m a poor man,” the Hatter went on, “and most 
things twinkled after that—only the March Hare 
said is 
“T didn’t!”” the March Hare interrupted in a great 
hurry. 

“You did!” said the Hatter. 

“I deny it!’’ said the March Hare. 

“He denies it,” said the King: “leave out that 
part.” 

“Well, at any rate, the Dormouse said ”? the 
Hatter went on, looking anxiously round to see if he 
would deny it too: but the Dormouse denied nothing, 
being fast asleep. 


“ After that,” continued the Hatter, “I cut some more 
bread-and-butter me 
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“But what did the Dormouse say?” one of the jury 
asked. 

“That I can’t remember,” said the Hatter. 

“You must remember,’ remarked the King, “or I'll 
have you executed.”’ 

The miserable Hatter dropped his teacup and bread- 
and-butter, and went down on one knee. ‘I’m a poor 
man, your Majesty,’’ he began. 

“You're a very poor speaker,”’ said the King. 

Here one of the guinea-pigs cheered, and was imme- 
diately suppressed by the officers of the court. (As 
that is rather a hard word, I will just explain to you 
how it is done. They had a large canvas bag, which 
tied up at the mouth with strings: into this they slipped 
the guinea-pig, head first, and then sat upon it.) 

“I’m glad I’ve seen that done,” thought Alice. “I’ve 
so often read in the newspapers, at the end of trials, 
‘There was some attempt at applause, which was 
immediately suppressed by the officers of the court,’ 
and I never understood what it meant till now.” 

“Tf that’s all you know about it, you may stand 
down,”’ continued the King. 

“I can’t go no lower,” said the Hatter: “I’m on the 
floor, as it is.” 

“Then you may sift down,” the King replied. 

Here the other guinea-pig cheered, and was sup- 
pressed. 

“Come, that finishes the guinea-pigs!’’ thought Alice. 
“Now we shall get on better.” 

“Td rather finish my tea,” said the Hatter, with an 
anxious look at the Queen, who was reading the list 
of singers. 

“You may go,” said the King; and the Hatter 
hurriedly left the court, without even waiting to put 
his shoes on. 

“__and just take his head off outside,” the Queen 
added to one of the officers; but the Hatter was out of 
sight before the officer could get to the door. 

“Call the next witness!” said the King. 

The next witness was the Duchess’s cook. She 
carried the pepper-box in her hand, and Alice guessed 
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who it was, even before she got into the court, by the 
way the people near the door began sneezing all at once. 

“Give your evidence,” said the King. 

. “Shan’t,” said the cook. 

The King looked anxiously at the White Rabbit, 
who said in a low voice, ‘‘ Your Majesty must cross- 
examine this witness.” 

“Well, if I must, I must,” the King said with a 
melancholy air, and, after folding his arms and frowning 
at the cook till his eyes were nearly out of sight, he said 
in a deep voice, “‘ What are tarts made of?” 

“Pepper, mostly,” said the cook. 

“Treacle,” said a sleepy voice behind her. 

“Collar that Dormouse,”’ the Queen shrieked out. 
“Behead that Dormouse! Turn that Dormouse out 
of court! Suppress him! Pinch him! Off with his 
whiskers!’ 

For some minutes the whole court was in. confusion, 
getting the Dormouse turned out, and, by the time 
they had settled down again, the cook had disappeared. 

“Never mind!” said the King, with an air of great 
relief. “Call the next witness.’”? And, he added in an 
undertone to the Queen, “Really, my dear, you must 
cross-examine the next witness. It quite makes my 
forehead ache!” 

Alice watched the White Rabbit as he fumbled over 
the list, feeling very curious to see what the next witness 
would be like, ‘““—for they haven’t got much evidence 
yet,”’ she said to herself. Imagine her surprise, when the 
White Rabbit read out, at the top of his shrill little 
voice, the name “ Alice!” 
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CHAPTER XII 
ALICE’S EVIDENCE 


“HERE!” cried Alice, quite forgetting in the flurry of 
the moment how large she had grown in the last few 
minutes, and she jumped up in such a hurry that she 
tipped over the jury-box with the edge of her skirt, 
upsetting al] the jurymen on to the heads of the crowd 
below, and there they lay sprawling about, reminding 
her very much of a globe of gold fish she had accidentally 
upset the week before. 

“Oh, I beg your pardon!” she exclaimed in a tone of 
great dismay, and began picking them up again as 
quickly as she could, for the accident of the gold-fish 
kept running in her head, and she had a vague sort of 
idea that they must be collected at once and put back 
into the jury-box, or they would die. 

“The trial cannot proceed,” said the King in a very 
grave voice, “until all the jurymen are back in their 
proper places—all,” he repeated with great emphasis, 
looking hard at Alice as he said so. 

Alice looked at the jury-box, and saw that, in her 
haste, she had put the Lizard in head downwards, and 
the poor little thing was waving its tail about in a 
melancholy way, being quite unable to move. She 
soon got it out again, and put it right; “not that it 
signifies much,” she said to herself; “I should think 
it would be quife as much use in the trial one way up 
as the other.” 

As soon as the jury had a little recovered from the 
shock of being upset, and their slates and pencils had 
been found and handed back to them, they set to work 
very diligently to write out a history of the accident, 
all except the Lizard, who seemed too much overcome 
to do anything but sit with its mouth open, gazing up 
into the roof of the court. 
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“What do you know about this business?” the King 
said to Alice. 

“Nothing,” said Alice. 

“Nothing whatever?’ persisted the King. 

“Nothing whatever,” said Alice. 

“'That’s very important,” the King said, turning to 
the jury. They were just beginning to write this down 
on their slates, when the White Rabbit interrupted: 
“ Unimportant, your Majesty means, of course,’’ he said 
in a very respectful tone, but frowning and making faces 
at him as he spoke. 

“ Unimportant, of course, I meant,” the King hastily 
said, and went on to himself in an undertone, “important 
—unimportant—unimportant—important ” as if he 
were trying which word sounded best. 

Some of the jury wrote it down “important,” and 
some “unimportant.’”’ Alice could see this, as she was 
near enough to look over their slates; “but it doesn’t 
matter a bit,’”’ she thought to herself. 

At this moment the King, who had been for some 
time busily writing in his notebook, called out “Silence!”’ 
and read out from his book, “Rule Forty-two. All 
persons more than a mile high to leave the court.” 

Everybody looked at Alice. 

“1’m not a mile high,” said Alice. 

“You are,”’ said the King. : 

“Nearly two miles high,” added the Queen. 

“Well, I shan’t go, at any rate,” said Alice: 
“besides, that’s not a regular rule: you invented it 
just now.” 

“Tt’s the oldest rule in the book,’’ said the 
King. 

“Then it ought to be Number One,” said Alice. 

The King turned pale, and shut his notebook hastily. 
“Consider your verdict,” he said to the jury, in a low 
trembling voice. 

““There’s more evidence to come yet, please your 
Majesty,” said the White Rabbit, jumping up in a 
great hurry: “this paper has just been picked up.” 

“What’s in it?” said the Queen. 

“T haven’t opened it yet,” said the White Rabbit, 
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“but it seems to be a letter, written by the prisoner to— 
to somebody.” 

“It must have been that,” said the King, “unless 
it was written. to nebody, which isn’t usual, you 
know.” 

“Who is it directed to?” said one of the jurymen. 

“It isn’t directed at all,” said the White Rabbit; 
“in fact, there’s nothing written on the outside.’?’ He 
unfolded the paper as he spoke, and added, “It isn’t 
a letter, after all: it’s a set of verses.” 

“Are they in the prisoner’s handwriting?” asked 
another of the jurymen. 

“No, they’re not,” said the White Rabbit, “and 
that’s the queerest thing about it.” (The jury all 
looked puzzled.) 

“He must have imitated somebody else’s hand,” said 
the King. (The jury al] brightened up again.) 

“Please your Majesty,” said the Knave, “I didn’t 
write it, and they can’t prove I did: there’s no name 
signed at the end.” 

“Tf you didn’t sign it,’ said the King, “that only 
makes the matter worse. You must have meant some 
mischief, or else you’d have signed your name like an 
honest man.” 

There was a general clapping of hands at this: 
it was the first really clever thing the King had said 
that day. 

“That proves his guilt,” said the Queen. 

“It proves nothing of the sort!” said Alice. ‘Why, 
you don’t even know what they’re about!” 

“Read them,” said the King. 

The White Rabbit put on his spectacles. ‘Where 
shall I begin, please your Majesty?” he asked. 

“Begin at the beginning,” the King said gravely, 
“and go on till you come to the end; then stop.” 

These were the verses the White Rabbit read: 


“© They told me you had been to her, 
And mentioned me to him: 
She gave me a good character, 
But said I could not swim. 
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He sent them word I had not gone, 
(We know it to be true): 

If she should push the matter on, 
What would become of you ? 


I gave her one, they gave him two, 
You gave us three or more; 

They all returned from him to you, 
Though they were mine before. 


If I or she should chance to be 
Involved in this affair, 

He trusts to you to set them free, 
Exactly as we were. 


My notion was that you had- been 
(Before she had this fit) 

An obstacle that came between 
Him, and ourselves, and it. 


Don’t let him know she liked them best, 
For this must ever be 

A secret, kept from all the rest, 
Between yourself and me.” 


“That’s the most important piece of evidence we’ve 
heard yet,” said the King, rubbing his hands; ‘‘so now 
let the jury Ms 

“If any one of them can explain it,” said Alice (she 
had grown so large in the last few minutes that she 
wasn’t a bit afraid of interrupting him), “I’ll give him 
sixpence. J don’t believe there’s an atom of meaning 
init 

The jury all wrote down on their slates, ‘ She doesn’t 
believe there’s an atom of meaning in it,’’ but none of 
them attempted to explain the paper. 

“Tf there’s no meaning in it,” said the King, “that 
saves a world of trouble, you know, as we needn’t try 
to find any. And yet I don’t know,” he went on, 
spreading out the verses on his knee, and looking at 
them with one eye; “I seem to see some meaning in 
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them, after all. ‘—said I could not swim * you- 
-can’t swim, can you?” he added, turning to the Knave. 

The Knave shook his head sadly. “Do I look like 
it?”’ he said. (Which he certainly did not, being made 
entirely of cardboard.) 

“All right, so far,” said the King, and he went on 
muttering over the verses to himself: “‘We know it 
to be true * that’s the jury, of course— I gave her 
one, they gave him two > why, that must be what 
he did with the tarts, you know——_” 

“But it goes on, ‘they all returned from him to you,’”’ 
said Alice. : 

“Why, there they are!” said the King triumphantly, 
pointing to the tarts on the table. “Nothing can be 
clearer than that. Then again—‘before she had this 
fit ’ you never had fits, my dear, I think?” he said 
to the Queen. 

“Never!” said the Queen furiously, throwing an 
inkstand at the Lizard as she spoke. (The unfortunate 
little Bill had left off writing on his slate with one 
finger, as he found it made no mark; but he now hastily 
began again, using the ink, that was trickling down 
his face, as long as it lasted.) 

“Then the words don’t fif you,” said the King, looking 
round the court with a smile. There was a dead silence. 

“It’s a pun!” the King added in an offended tone, 
and everybody laughed. 

“Let the jury consider their verdict,” the King said, 
for about the twentieth time that day. 

“No, no!” said the Queen. ‘Sentence first—verdict 
afterwards.” 

“Stuff and nonsense!”’ said Alice loudly. ‘The idea 
of having the sentence first!’’ 

“Hold your tongue!” said the Queen, turning purple. 

“T won't!” said Alice. 

“Off with her head!” the Queen shouted at the top 
of her voice. Nobody moved. 

“Who cares for you?”’ said Alice (she had grown to 
her full size by this time.) “You’re nothing but a 
pack of cards!” 

At this the whole pack rose up into the air, and came 
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flying down upon her: she gave a little scream, half of 
fright and half of anger, and tried to beat them off, 
and found herself lying on the bank, with her head in 
the lap of her sister, who was gently brushing away 
some dead leaves that had fluttered down from the 
trees upon her face. 

“Wake up, Alice dear!” said her sister. “Why, what 
a long sleep you’ve had!” 

“Oh, I’ve had such a curious dream!”’ said Alice, 
and she told her sister, as well as she could remember 
them, all these strange Adventures of hers that you 
have just been reading about; and when she had finished, 
her sister kissed her, and said, “‘ It was a curious dream, 
dear, certainly: but now run in to your tea; it’s getting 
late.” So Alice got up and ran off, thinking while she 
ran, as well she might, what a wonderful dream it had 
been. 


But her sister sat still just as she left her, leaning her 
head on her hand, watching the setting sun, and think- 
ing of little Alice and all her wonderful Adventures, till 
she too began dreaming after a fashion, and this was 
her dream: 

First, she dreamed of little Alice herself, and once 
again the tiny hands were clasped upon her knee, and 
the bright eager eyes were looking up into hers—she 
could hear the very tones of her voice, and see that 
queer little toss of her head to keep back the wandering 
hair that would always get into her eyes—and still as 
she listened, or seemed to listen, the whole place around 
her became alive with the strange creatures of her 
little sister’s dream. 

The long grass rustled at her feet as the White Rabbit 
hurried by—the frightened Mouse splashed his way 
through the neighbouring pool—she could hear the 
rattle of the teacups as the March Hare and his friends 
shared their never-ending meal, and the shrill voice 
of the Queen ordering off her unfortunate guests to 
execution—once more the pig-baby was sneezing on 
the Duchess’s knee, while plates and dishes crashed 
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around it—once more the shriek of the Gryphon, the 
squeaking of the Lizard’s slate-pencil, and the choking 
of the suppressed guinea-pigs, filled the air, mixed up 
with the distant sobs of the miserable Mock Turtle. 

So she sat on with closed eyes, and half believed 
herself in Wonderland, though she knew she had but 
to open them again, and all would change to dull reality 
——the grass would be only rustling in the wind, and the 
pool rippling to the waving of the reeds—the rattling 
teacups would change to the tinkling sheep-bells, and 
the Queen’s shrill cries to the voice of the shepherd boy 
—and the sneeze of the baby, the shriek of the Gryphon, 
and all the other queer noises, would change (she knew) 
to the confused clamour of the busy farm-yard—while 
the lowing of the cattle in the distance would take the 
place of the Mock Turtle’s heavy sobs. 

Lastly, she pictured to herself how this same little 
sister of hers would, in the after-time, be herself a 
grown woman; and how she would keep, through all 
her riper years, the simple and loving heart of her 
‘childhood: and how she would gather about her other 
little children, and make their eyes bright and eager 
with many a strange tale, perhaps even with the dream 
of Wonderland of long ago: and how she would feel 
with all their simple sorrows, and find a pleasure in 
all their simple joys, remembering her own child-life, 
and the happy summer days. 


THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS 


AND WHAT ALICE FOUND THERE 


Lae aa "| 
.. 


L. He oe a a 
| o Be : 
5, atte ah 
_ oo . | 
les Be 


“WHITE 


‘_'n 


White Pawn (Alice) to play, and win in eleven moves 


PAGE PAGE 
1. Alice meets R. Q. . 132 1. R.Q. to K. R.’s 4th . 138 
. Alice through Q.’s 3rd 
(by railway) . 139 «2. W. Q. to Q. B.’s 4th 
to Q.’s 4th (Tweedle- (after shawl) - 164 


dum and Tweedledee) 148 
. Alice meets W. Q. 
(with shawl) . 160 


. W. Q. to Q. B.’s 5th 
(becomes sheep) . 164 

W. Q. to K. B.’s 8th 
satiated egg on shelf). 168 

. Alice to Q.’s 6th Q. to Q. B.’s 8th 
(Humpty Dumpty) . Sais from R. Kt.) 190 


3 
. Alice to Q.’s 5th (shop, 4 
164 
5 
; Alice tor Q.’s’ 7th 6. R. Kt. to K.’s 2nd (ch.) 191 
7 
8 
9 
0. 


river, shop) . 


(forest) . s - 182 

. W. Kt. takes R. Kt. . 192 . W. Kt. to K. B.’s 5th 203 

. Alice to Q.’s 8th (coro- . R.Q. to K.’s sq. eS 
ination) . a 

- Queens castle . 


W.Q to Q.R. 6th (soup) Ae 


nation) x 204 
. Alice becomes Queen. 210 
. Alice castles (feast) . 212 1 
. AlicetakesR.Q. & wins 196 


lil 


PREFACE 


As the chess-problem, given on the opposite page, has 
puzzled some of my readers, it may be well to explain 
that it is correctly worked out, so far as the moves are 
concerned. The alternation of Red and White is perhaps 
not so strictly observed as it might be, and the “ castling’’ 
of the three Queens is merely a way of saying that they 
entered the palace: but the “check” of the White King 
at move 6, the capture of the Red Knight at move 7, 
and the final “‘checkmate” of the Red King, will be 
found, by anyone who will take the trouble to set the 
pieces and play the moves as directed, to be strictly in 
accordance with the laws of the game. 


The new words, in the poem “ Jabberwocky,” have 
given rise to some differences of opinion as to their 
pronunciation: so it may be well to give instructions 
on that point also. Pronounce “slithy” as if it were 
the two words “sly, the”: make the “g” hard in “ovre’”’ 
and “gimble’”’: and pronounce “rath” to rhyme with 
e-bath.”’ 


A.W.—E 


Child of the pure unclouded brow 
And dreaming eyes of wonder ! 
Though time be fleet, and I and thou 

Are half a life asunder, 
Thy loving smile will surely hail 
The love-gift of a fairy-tale. 


I have not seen thy sunny face, 
Nor heard thy silver laughter; 
No thought of me shall find a place 
In thy young life’s hereafter— 
Enough that now thou wilt not fail 

To listen to my fairy-tale. 


A fale begun in other days, 
When summer suns were glowing— 
A simple chime, that served to time 
The rhythm of our rowing— 
Whose echoes live in memory yet, 
Though envious years would say “‘ forget.’ 


Come, hearken then, ere voice of dread, 
With bitter tidings laden, 

Shall summon to unwelcome bed 
A melancholy maiden! 

We are but older children, dear, 

Who fret to find our bedtime near. 


Without, the frost, the blinding snow, 
The storm-wind’s moody madness— 
Within, the firelight’s ruddy glow 
And childhood’s nest of gladness. 
The magic words shall hold thee fast: 
Thou shalt not heed the raving blast. 


And though the shadow of a sigh 
May tremble through the story, 

For “ happy summer days ’”’ gone by, 
And vanish’d summer glory— 

It shall not touch with breath of bale 

The pleasance of our fairy-tale. 


CHAPTER I 
LOOKING-GLASS HOUSE 


OnE thing was certain, that the white kitten had had 
nothing to do with it:—it was the black kitten’s fault 
entirely. For the white kitten had been having its 
face washed by the old cat for the last quarter of an 
hour (and bearing it pretty well, considering); so you 
see that it couldn’t have had any hand in the mischief. 

The way Dinah washed her children’s faces was this: 
first she held the poor thing down by its ear with one 
paw, and then with the other paw she rubbed its face 
all over, the wrong way, beginning at the nose: and just 
now, as I said, she was hard at work on the white kitten, 
which was lying quite still and trying to purr—no doubt 
feeling that it was all meant for its good. 

But the black kitten had been finished with earlier 
in the afternoon, and so, while Alice was sitting curled 
up in a corner of the great arm-chair, half talking to 
herself and half asleep, the kitten had been having a 
grand game of romps with the ball of worsted Alice 
had been trying to wind up, and had been rolling it 
up and down till it had all come undone again; and 
there it was, spread over the hearth-rug, all knots and 
tangles, with the kitten running after its own tail in 
the middle. 

“Oh, you wicked, wicked little thing!” cried Alice, 
catching up the kitten, and giving it a little kiss to make 
it understand that it was in disgrace. “Really, Dinah 
ought to have taught you better manners! You ought, 
Dinah, you know you ought!” she added, looking 
reproachfully at the old cat, and speaking in as cross 
a voice as she could manage—and then she scrambled 
back into the arm-chair, taking the kitten and worsted 
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with her, and began winding up the ball again. But 
she didn’t get on very fast, as she was talking all the 
time, sometimes to the kitten, and sometimes to herself. 
Kitty sat very demurely on her knee, pretending to 
watch the progress of the winding, and now and then 
putting out one paw and gently touching the ball, as 
if it would be glad to help if it might. 

“Do you know what to-morrow is, Kitty?’ Alice 
began. ‘‘ You’d have guessed. if you’d been up in the 
window with me—only Dinah was making you tidy, 
so you couldn’t. I was watching the boys getting in 
sticks for the bonfire—and it wants plenty of sticks, 
Kitty! Only it got so cold, and it snowed so, they had 
to leave off. Never mind, Kitty, we’ll go and see the 
bonfire to-morrow.” Here Alice wound two or three 
turns of the worsted round the kitten’s neck, just to 
see how it would look: this led to a scramble, in which 
the ball rolled down upon the floor, and yards and yards 
of it got unwound again. 

“Do you know, I was so angry, Kitty,’ Alice went 
on, as soon as they were comfortably settled again, 
“when I saw all the mischief you had been doing, I was 
very nearly opening the window, and putting you out 
into the snow! And you’d have deserved it, you little 
mischievous darling! What have you got to say for 
yourself? Now don’t interrupt me!” she went on, 
holding up one finger. “I’m going to tell you all your 
faults. Number one: you squeaked twice while Dinah 
was washing your face this morning. Now you can’t 
deny it, Kitty, fer [heard you! What’s that you say?” 
(pretending that the kitten was speaking). ‘Her paw 
went into youreye? Well, that’s your fault, for keeping 
your eyes open—if you’d shut them tight up, it wouldn’t 
have happened. Now don’t make any more excuses, 
but listen! Number two: you pulled Snowdrop away 
by the tail just as I had put down the saucer of milk 
before her! What, you were thirsty, were you? How 
do you know she wasn’t thirsty too? Now for number 
three: you unwound every bit of the worsted while 
I wasn’t looking! 

“That’s three faults, Kitty, and you’ve not been 
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punished for any of them yet. You know I’m saving 
up all your punishments for Wednesday week—Suppose 
they had saved up all my punishments!” she went on, 
talking more to herself than the kitten. ‘‘ What would 
they do at the end of a year? I should be sent off to 
prison, I suppose, when the day came. Or—lIct me 
see—suppose each punishment was to be going without 
a dinner: then, when the miserable day came, I should 
have to go without fifty dinners at once! Well, I 
shouldn’t mind that much! I’d far rather go without 
them than eat them! 

“Do you heat the snow against the window-panes, 
Kitty? How nice and soft it sounds! Just as if some- 
one was kissing the window all over outside. I wonder 
if the snow loves the trees and fields, that it kisses 
them so gently? And then it covers them up snug, 
you know, with a white quilt; and perhaps it says, 
‘Go to sleep, darlings, till the summer comes again.’ 
And when they wake up in the summer, Kitty, they 
dress themselves all in green, and dance about—when- 
ever the wind blows—oh, that’s very pretty!” cried 
Alice, dropping the ball of worsted to clap her hands. 
““And I do so wish it was true! I’m sure the woods 
look sleepy in the autumn, when the leaves are getting 
brown. 

‘Kitty, can you play chess? Now, don’t smile, my 
dear, I’m asking it seriously. Because, when we were 
playing just now, you watched just as if you under- 
stood it: and when I said ‘Check!’ you purred! Well, 
it was a nice check, Kitty, and really I might have won, 
if it hadn’t been for that nasty Knight, that came 
wriggling down among my pieces. Kitty, dear, let’s 
pretend ”” And here I wish I could tell you half 
the things Alice used to say, beginning with her favourite 
phrase, “‘Let’s pretend.” She had had quite a long 
argument with her sister only the day before—all 
because Alice had begun with, “Let’s pretend we’re 
kings and queens’; and her sister, who liked being 
very exact, had argued that they couldn’t because 
there were only two of them, and Alice had been reduced 
at last to say, ‘‘ Well you can be one of them then, and 
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I’ll be all the rest.”” And once she had really frightened 
her old nurse by shouting suddenly in her ear, ‘‘ Nurse! 
Do let’s pretend that I’m a hungry hyzna, and you’re 
a bone!” 

But this is taking us away from Alice’s speech to 
the kitten. ‘‘Let’s pretend that you’re the Red Queen, 
Kitty! Do you know, I think, if you sat up and folded 
your arms, you’d look exactly like her. Now do try, 
there’s a dear!” And Alice got the Red Queen off the 
table, and set it up before the kitten as a model for it 
to imitate: however, the thing didn’t succeed, princi- 
pally, Alice said, because the kitten wouldn’t fold its 
arms properly. So, to punish it, she held it up to the 
Looking-glass, that it might see how sulky it was— 
“and if you’re not good directly,” she added, “I'll put 
you through into Looking-glass House. How would you 
like that? : 

“Now, if you’ll only attend, Kitty, and not talk so 
much, I’ll tell you all my ideas about Looking-glass 
House. First, there’s the room you can see through 
the glass—that’s just the same as our drawing-room, 
only the things go the other way. I can see all of it 
when I get upon a chair—all but the bit just behind the 
fire-place. Oh! I do so wish I could see that bit! Iwant 
so much to know whether they’ve a fire in the winter: 
you never can tell, you know, unless our fire smokes, 
and then smoke comes up in that room too—but that 
may be only pretence, just to make it look as if they 
had a fire. Well then, the books are something like 
our books, only the words go the wrong way; I know 
that, because I’ve held up one of our books to the glass, 
and then they hold up one in the other room. 

“How would you like to live in Looking-glass House, 
Kitty? I wonder if they’d give you milk, there? 
Perhaps Looking-glass milk isn’t good to drink—But 
oh, Kitty! now we come to the passage. You can just 
see a little peep of the passage in Looking-glass House, 
if you leave the door of our drawing-room wide open: 
and it’s very like our passage as far as you can see, 
only you know it may be quite different on beyond. 
Oh, Kitty! how nice it would be if we could only get 
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through into Looking-glass House! I’m sure it’s got, 
oh! such beautiful things in it! Let’s pretend there’s 
a way of getting through into it somehow, Kitty. Let’s 
pretend the glass has got soft like gauze, so that we can 
get through. Why, it’s turning into a sort of mist now, 
I declare! It’ll be easy enough to get through——”’ 
She was up on the chimney-piece’ while she said this, 
though she hardly knew how she had got there. And 
certainly the glass was beginning to melt away, just 
like a bright silvery mist. 

In another moment Alice was through the glass, and 
had jumped lightly down into the Looking-glass room. 
The very first thing she did was to look whether there 
was a fire in the fire-place, and she was quite pleased 
to find that there was a real one, and blazing away as 
brightly as the one she had left behind. ‘So I shall 
be as warm here as I was in the old room,” thought 
Alice: ‘“‘warmer, in fact, because there’ll be no one 
here to scold me away from the fire. Oh, what fun 
it’ll be, when they see me through the glass in here, 
and can’t get at mel” 

Then she began looking about, and noticed that what 
could be seen from the old room was quite common and 
uninteresting, but that all the rest was as different as 
possible. For instance, the pictures on the wall next 
the fire seemed to be all alive, and the very clock on 
the chimney-piece (you know you can only see the 
back of it in the Looking-glass) had got the face of a 
little old man, and grinned at her. 

“They don’t keep this room so tidy as the other,” 
Alice thought to herself, as she noticed several of the 
chessmen down in the hearth among the cinders: but in 
another moment, with a little ‘““Oh!” of surprise, she 
was down on her hands and knees watching them. 
The chessmen were walking about, two and two! 

“Here are the Red King and the Red Queen,” Alice 
said (in a whisper, for fear of frightening them), “and 
there are the White King and the White Queen sitting 
on the edge of the shovel—and here are two Castles 
walking arm in arm—I don’t think they can hear me,” 
she went on, as she put her head closer down, “and I’m 
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nearly sure they can’t see me. I feel as if I were 
invisible ad 

Here something began squeaking on the table, and 
made Alice turn her head just in time to see one of the 
White Pawns roll over and begin kicking: she watched 
it with great curiosity to see what would happen next. 

“It is the voice of my child!” the White Queen cried 
out, as she rushed past the King, so violently that she 
knocked him over among the cinders. ‘My precious 
Lily! My imperial kitten!’’ and she began scrambling 
wildly up the side of the fender. 

“Imperial fiddlestick!’’ said the King, rubbing his 
nose, which had been hurt by the fall. He had a right 
to be a little annoyed, for he was covered with ashes 
from head to foot. 

Alice was very anxious to be of use, and, as the poor 
Jittle Lily was nearly screaming herself into a fit, she 
hastily picked up the Queen and set her upon the table 
by the side of her noisy little daughter. 

The Queen gasped, and sat down: the rapid journey 
through the air had quite taken away her breath, and 
for a minute or two she could do nothing but hug the 
little Lily in silence. As soon as she had recovered 
her breath a little, she called out to the White King, 
who was sitting sulkily among the ashes, “Mind the 
volcano!”’ 

“What volcano?” said the King, looking up 
anxiously into the fire, as if he thought that was the most 
likely place to find one. 

“Blew—me—up,”’ panted the Queen, who was still 
a little out of breath. “Mind you come up—the regular 
way—don’t get blown up!” 

Alice watched the White King as he slowly struggled 
up from bar to bar, till at last she said, “Why, you'll be 
hours and hours getting to the table, at that rate. I’d 
far better help you, hadn’t I1?’”’ But the King took no 
notice of the question: it was quite clear that he could 
neither hear her nor see her. 

So Alice picked him up very gently, and lifted him 
across more slowly than she had lifted the Queen, that 
she mightn’t take his breath away: but, before she put 
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him on the table, she thought she might as well dust 
him a little, he was so covered with ashes. 

She said afterwards that she had never seen in all 
her life such a face as the King made, when he found 
himself held in the air by an invisible hand, and being 
dusted: he was far too much astonished to cry out, but 
his eyes and his mouth went on getting larger and 
larger, and rounder and rounder, till her hand shook 
so with laughing that she nearly let him drop upon 
the floor. 

“Oh! please don’t make such faces, my dear!” she 
cried out, quite forgetting that the King couldn’t hear 
her. ‘You make me laugh so that I can hardly hold 
you! And don’t keep your mouth so wide open! All 
the ashes will get into it—there, now I think you’re 
tidy enough!” she added, as she smoothed his hair, 
and set him down very carefully upon the table near 
the Queen. 

The King immediately fell flat on his back, and lay 
perfectly still: and Alice was a little alarmed at what 
she had done, and went round the room to see if she 
could find any water to throw over him. However, 
she could find nothing but a bottle of ink, and when 
she got back with it she found he had recovered, and 
he and the Queen were talking together in a frightened 
whisper—so low, that Alice could hardly hear what 
they said. 

The King was saying, “I assure you, my dear, I 
turned cold to the very ends of my whiskers!” 

To which the Queen replied, “You haven’t got any 
whiskers.” 

“The horror of that moment,” the King went on, 
“T shall never, never forget!’ 

“You will, though,” the Queen said, “if you don’t 
make a memorandum of it.” 

Alice looked on with great interest as the King took 
an enormous memorandum-book out of his pocket, 
and began writing. A sudden thought struck her, and 
she took hold of the end of the pencil, which came some 
way over his shoulder, and began writing for him. 

The poor King looked puzzled and unhappy, and 
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struggled with the pencil for some time without saying 
anything; but Alice was too strong for him, and at last 
he panted out, “My dear! I really must get a thinner 
pencil. I can’t manage this one a bit; it writes all 
manner of things that I don’t intend Sg 

“What manner of things?” said the Queen, looking 
over the book (in which Alice had put, ‘“‘The White 
Knight is sliding down the poker. He balances very 
badly”). “That’s not a memorandum of your feelings!”’ 

There was a book lying near Alice on the table, and 
while she sat watching the White King (for she was 
still a little anxious about him, and had the ink all 
ready to throw over him, in case he fainted again), she 
turned over the leaves, to find some part that she could 
read, ‘‘—for it’s all in some language I don’t know,’ 
she said to herself. 

It was like this: 
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She puzzled over this for some time, but at last a 
bright thought struck her. ‘‘ Why, it’s a Looking-glass 
book, of course! And if I hold it up to a glass, the words 
will all go the right way again.” 

This was the poem that Alice read. 


JABBERWOCKY 


’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves 
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe ; 
All mimsy were the borogoves, 
And the mome raths outgrabe. 


“Beware the Jabberwock, my son! 
The jaws that bite, the claws that catch! 
Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun 
The frumious Bandersnatch!” 
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He took his vorpal sword in hand: 
Long time the manxome foe he sought— 
So rested he by the Tumtum tree, 
And stood awhile in thought. 


And as in uffish thought he stood, 
The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame, 
Came whiffling through the tulgey wood, 
And burbled as it came! 


One, two! One, two! And through and through 
The vorpal blade went snicker-snack ! 
He left it dead, and with its head 
He went galumphing back. 


“And hast thou slain the Jabberwock ? 

Come to my arms, my beamish boy ! 

O frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!” 
He chortled in his joy. 


*Twas brillig, and the slithy toves 
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe ; 
All mimsy were the borogoves, 
And the mome raths outgrabe. © 


“Tt seems very pretty,” she said when she had 
finished it, “but it’s rather hard to understand!” (You 
see she didn’t like to confess even to herself, that she 
couldn’t make it out at all.) ‘Somehow it seems to 
fill my head with ideas—only I don’t exactly know what 
they are! However, somebody killed something: that’s 
clear, at any rate ff 

“But oh!” thought Alice, suddenly jumping up, “if 
I don’t make haste I shall have to go back through the 
Looking-glass, before I’ve seen what the rest of the 
house is like! Let’s have a look at the garden first!”’ 
She was out of the room in a moment, and ran down 
stairs—or, at least, it wasn’t exactly running, but a 
new invention for getting down stairs quickly and easily, 
as Alice said to herself. She just kept the tips of her 
fingers on the hand-rail, and floated gently down without 
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even touching the stairs with her feet; then she floated 
on through the hall, and would have gone straight out 
at the door in the same way, if she hadn’t caught hold 
of the door-post. She was getting a little giddy with 
so much floating in the air, and was rather glad to find 
herself walking again in the natural way. 


CHAPTER II 
THE GARDEN OF LIVE FLOWERS 


“I sHOULD see the garden far better,’ said Alice to 
herself, “‘if I could get to the top of that hill: and here’s 
a path that leads straight to it—at least, no, it doesn’t 
do that ” (after going a few yards along the path, 
and turning several sharp corners), ‘“‘but I suppose it 
will at last. But how curiously it twists! It’s more 
like a corkscrew than a path! Well, this turn goes to 
the hil], I suppose—no, it doesn’t! This goes straight 
back to the house! Well then, I’ll try it the other way.” 

And so she did: wandering up and down, and trying 
turn after turn, but always coming back to the house, 
do what she would. Indeed, once, when she turned a 
corner rather more quickly than usual, she ran against 
it before she could stop herself. : 

“Jt’s no use talking about it,” Alice said, looking 
up at the house and pretending it was arguing with her. 
“Ym not going in again yet. I know I should have to 
get through the Looking-glass again—back into the old 
room—and there’d be an end of all my adventures!”’ 

So, resolutely turning her back upon the house, she 
set out once more down the path, determined to keep 
straight on till she got to the hill. For a few minutes 
all went on well, and she was just saying, “I really shall 
do it this time ”? when the path gave a sudden twist 
and shook itself (as she described it afterwards), and 
the next moment she found herself actually walking in 
at the door. 

“Oh, it’s too bad!” she cried. ‘I never saw such a 
house for getting in the way! Never!” 

However, there was the hill! full in sight, so there was 
nothing to be done but start again. This time she came 
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upon a large flower-bed, with a border of daisies, and a 
willow-tree growing in the middle. 

“O Tiger-lily,” said Alice, addressing herself to one 
that was waving gracefully about in the wind, “I wish 
you could talk!” 

“We can talk,” said the Tiger-lily: “when there’s 
anybody worth talking to.” 

Alice was so astonished that she couldn’t speak for 
a minute: it quite seemed to take her breath away. 
At length, as the Tiger-lily only went on waving about, 
she spoke again, in a timid voice—almost in a whisper. 
“And can all the flowers talk?’’ 

“As well as you can,’’ said the Tiger-lily. ‘And a 
great deal louder.”’ 

It isn't manners for us to begin, you know,” said 
the Rose, “and I really was wondering when you’d 
speak! Said I to myself, ‘Her face has got some sense 
in it, though it’s not a clever one!’ Still, you’re the 
Tight colour, and that goes a long way.” 

' “TJ don’t care about the colour,” the Tiger-lily 
‘remarked. “If only her petals curled up a little 
more, she’d be all right.” 

Alice didn’t like being criticised, so she began asking 
questions: “‘Aren’t you sometimes frightened at being 
planted out here, with nobody to take care of you?” 

“There’s the tree in the middle,’’ said the Rose. 
“What else is it good for?” 

“But what could it do, if any danger came?” Alice 
asked. 

“Tt could bark,’’ said the Rose. 

“Tt says, ‘Bough-wough!’” cried a Daisy: “that’s 
why its branches are called boughs!” 

“Didn’t you know that?” cried another Daisy, and 
here they all began shouting together, till the air seemed 
quite full of little shrill voices. ‘‘Silence, every one of 
you!” cried the Tiger-lily, waving itself passionately 
from side to side, and trembling with excitement. 
“They know I can’t get at them!” it panted, bending 
its quivering head towards Alice, “‘or they wouldn’t 
dare do it!” 

“Never mind!” Alice said in a soothing tone, and 
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stooping down to the daisies, who were just beginning 
again, she whispered, “If you don’t hold your tongues, 
I'll pick you!” 

There was silence in a moment, and several of the 
pink daisies turned white. 

“That’s right!”’ said the Tiger-lily. ‘‘The daisies 
are worst of all. When one speaks, they all begin 
together, and it’s enough to make one wither to hear 
the way they go on!” 

“How is it you can all talk so nicely?” Alice said, 
hoping to get it into a better temper by a compliment. 
“‘T’ve been in many gardens before, but none of the 
flowers could talk.”’ 

“Put your hand down, and feel the ground,”’ said the 
Tiger-lily. ‘Then you’ll know why.” 

Alice didso. “It’s very hard,” she said, ‘‘ but I don’t 
see what that has to do with it.’ 

“In most gardens,” the Tiger-lily said, “‘they make 
the beds too soft—so that the flowers are always asleep.” 

This sounded a very good reason, and Alice was quite 
pleased to know it. ‘I never thought of that before!” 
she said. 

“It’s my opinion you never think. af all,’’ the Rose 
said in a rather severe tone. 

“IT never saw anybody that looked stupider,” a Violet 
said, so suddenly, that Alice quite jumped; for it hadn’t 
spoken before. : 

“Hold your tongue!”’ cried the Tiger-lily. “As if 
you ever saw anybody! You keep your head under 
the leaves, and snore away there till you know no more 
what’s going on in the world, than if you were a bud!” 

“Are there any more people in the garden besides 
me?” Alice said, not choosing to notice the Rose’s last 
remark. 

“There’s one other flower in the garden that can 
move about like you,” said the Rose. ‘I wonder how 
you do it ”’ (“Youre always wondering,”’ said the 
Tiger-lily), “‘but she’s more bushy than you are.” 

“Is she like me?” Alice asked eagerly, for the thought 
crossed her mind, ‘‘There’s another little girl in the 
garden somewhere!’’ 
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“Well, she has the same awkward shape as you,” 
the Rose said: “but she’s redder—and her petals are 
shorter, I think.’’ 

“Her petals are done up close, almost like a dahlia,” 
the Tiger-lily interrupted: “not tumbled about any- 
how, like yours.’ 

“But that’s not your fault,” the Rose added kindly: 
“you're beginning to fade, you know—and then one 
can’t help one’s petals getting a little untidy.” 

Alice didn’t like this idea at all: so, to change the 
subject, she asked, ‘‘Does she ever come out here?” 

“T dare say you’ll see her soon,” said the Rose. 
“‘She’s one of the thorny kind.”’ 

““Where does she wear the thorns?”’ Alice asked with 
some curiosity. 

“Why, all round her head, of course,’’ the Rose 
replied. ‘I was wondering you hadn’t got some too. 
I thought it was the regular rule.”’ 

“‘She’s coming!’’ cried the Larkspur. ‘I hear her 
footstep, thump, thump, along the gravel-walk!’’ 

Alice looked round eagerly, and found that it was 
the Red Queen. “She’s grown a good deal!’’ was her 
first remark. She had indeed: when Alice first found 
her in the ashes, she had been only three inches high 
—and here she was, half a head taller than Alice herself! 

“Tt’s the fresh air that does it,’’ said the Rose: 
“wonderfully fine air it is, out here.”’ 

“T think I’ll go and meet her,”’ said Alice, for, though 
the flowers were very interesting, she felt that it would 
be far grander to have a talk with a real Queen. 

“You can’t possibly do that,” said the Rose: “J 
should advise you to walk the other way.” 

This sounded nonsense to Alice, so she said nothing, 
but set off at once towards the Red Queen. To her 
surprise, she lost sight of her in a moment, and found 
herself walking in at the front-door again. 

A little provoked, she drew back and, after looking 
everywhere for the Queen (whom she spied out at last, 
a long way off), she thought she would try the plan, 
this time, of walking in the opposite direction. 

It succeeded beautifully. She had not been walking 
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a minute before she found herself face to face with the 
Red Queen, and full in sight of the hill she had been so 
long aiming at. 

‘““Where do you come from?” said the Red Queen. 
“‘And where are you going? Look up, speak nicely, 
and don’t twiddle your fingers all the time.’ 

Alice attended to all these directions, and explained, 
as well as she could, that she had lost her way. 

“IT don’t know what you mean by your way,” said 
the Queen: “‘all the ways about here belong to me— 
but why did you come out here at all?”’ she added in 
a kinder tone. “Curtsey while you’re thinking what 
to say. It saves time.” 

Alice wondered a little at this, but she was too much 
in awe of the Queen to disbelieve it. ‘I'll try it when 
I go home,” she thought to herself, ‘the next time I’m 
a little late for dinner.” 

“Tt’s time for you to answer now,” the Queen said, 
looking at her watch: “‘open your mouth a little wider 
when you speak, and always say ‘your Majesty.’” 

“T only wanted to see what the garden was like, 
your Majest HE 

“That’s right,” said the Queen, patting her on the 
head, which Alice didn’t like at all: “though, when 
you say ‘garden,’ I’ve seen gardens, compared with 
which this would be a wilderness.” 

Alice didn’t dare to argue the point, but went on: 
“—and I thought I’d try and find my way to the top 
of that hill—_—”’ 

““When you say ‘hill,’’”’ the Queen interrupted, “J 
could show you hills, in comparison with which you’d 
call that a valley.” 

“No, I shouldn’t,” said Alice, surprised into con- 
tradicting her at last: “a hill can’t be a valley, you 
know. That would be nonsense ye 

The Red Queen shook her head. “You may call it 
‘nonsense’ if you like,” she said, “but I’ve heard 
nonsense, compared with which that would be as 
sensible as a dictionary!” 

Alice curtseyed again, as she was afraid from the 
Queen’s tone that she was a little offended: and they 
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“Curtsey while you’re thinking what to say. It saves time”? 
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walked on in silence till they got to the top of the little 
hill. 

For some minutes Alice stood without speaking, 
looking out in all directions over the country—and a 
most curious country it was. There were a number 
of little brooks running across from side to side, and 
the ground between was divided up into squares by 
a number of hedges, that reached from brook to brook. 

“J declare it’s marked out just like a large chess- 
board!”’ Alice said at last. “‘There ought to be some 
men moving about somewhere—and so there are!’’ she 
added in a tone of delight, and her heart began to beat 
quick with excitement as she went on. “It’s a great 
game of chess that’s being played—all over the world— 
if this is the world at all, you know. Oh, what fun it 
is! How I wish I was one of them! I wouldn’t mind 
being a Pawn, if only I might join—though of course 
I should like to be a Queen, best.”’ 

She glanced rather shyly at the real Queen as she 
said this, but her companion only smiled pleasantly, 
and said, “That’s easily managed. You can be the 
White Queen’s Pawn, if you like, as Lily’s too young 
to play; and you’re in the Second Square to begin with: 
when you get into the Eighth Square-you’ll be a Queen 

” Just at this moment, somehow or other, they 
began to run. 

Alice never could quite make out, in thinking it over 
afterwards, how it was that they began: all she remem- 
bers is, that they were running hand in hand, and the 
Queen went so fast that it was all she could do to keep 
up with her: and still the Queen kept crying “Faster!” 
but Alice felt she could not go faster, though she had 
no breath to say so. 

The most curious part of the thing was, that the trees 
and the other things round them never changed their 
places at all: however fast they went, they never seemed 
to pass anything. ‘I wonder if all the things move 
along with us?” thought poor puzzled Alice. And the 
Queen seemed to guess her thoughts, for she cried, 
“Faster! Don’t try to talk!” 

Not that Alice had any idea of doing that. She felt 
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as if she would never be able to talk again, she was 
getting so out of breath: and still the Queen cried, 
“Faster! Faster!’”? and dragged her along. ‘Are we 
nearly there?’ Alice managed to pant out at last. 

“Nearly there!’’ the Queen repeated. “Why, we 
passed it ten minutes ago! Faster!”? And they ran 
on for a time in silence, with the wind whistling in 
Alice’s ears, and almost blowing her hair off her head, 
she fancied. E 

“Now! Now!” cried the Queen. ‘Faster! Faster!” 
And they went so fast that at last they seemed to skim 
through the air, hardly touching the ground with their 
feet, till suddenly, just as Alice was getting quite 
exhausted, they stopped, and she found herself sitting 
on the ground, breathless and giddy. 

The Queen propped her against a tree, and said 
kindly, ‘‘ You may rest a little now.”’ 

. Alice looked round her in great surprise. ‘Why, 
I do believe we’ve been under this tree all the time! 
Everything’s just as it was!” 

“Of course it is,’’ said the Queen: “what would you 
have it?” 

“Well, in our country,” said Alice, still panting a 
little, ““you’d generally get to somewhere else—if you 
ran very fast for a long time, as we’ve been doing.’ 

“‘A slow sort of country!’ said the Queen. ‘Now, 
here, you see, it takes all the running you can do, to 
keep in the same place. If you want to get somewhere 
else, you must run at least twice as fast as that!” 

“T’d rather not try, please!’”’ said Alice. ‘‘I’m quite 
content to stay here—only I am so hot and thirsty!’ 

“JT know what you’d like!’”’ the Queen said good- 
naturedly, taking a little box out of her pocket. ‘‘Have 
a biscuit?” 

Alice thought it would not be civil to say, ‘‘No,” 
though it wasn’t at all what she wanted. So she 
took it, and ate it as well as she could: and it was very 
dry; and she thought she had never been so nearly 
choked in all her life. 

“While you’re refreshing yourself,” said the Queen, 
“T’ll just take the measurements.’”? And she took a 
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ribbon out of her pocket, marked in inches, and began 
measuring out the ground, and sticking little pegs in 
here and there. 

“At the end of two yards,” she said, putting in a 
peg to mark the distance, ‘‘I shall give you your direc- 
tions—have another biscuit?” 

““No, thank you,” said Alice: “ one’s quite enough!” 

“Thirst quenched, I hope?” said the Queen. 

Alice did not know what to say to this, but luckily 
the Queen did not wait for an answer, but went on. 
“At the end of three yards I shall repeat them—for 
fear of your forgetting them. At the end of four, 
Ishall say good-bye. And at the end of five, I shall go!”’ 

She had got all the pegs put in by this time, and 
Alice looked on with great interest as she returned to 
the tree, and then began slowly walking. down the row. 

At the two-yard peg she faced round, and said, 
“A pawn goes two squares in its first move. So you’ll 
go very quickly through the Third Square—by railway, 
I should think—and you’ll find yourself in the Fourth 
Squareinnotime. Well, that square belongs to Tweedle- 
dum and Tweedledee—the Fifth is mostly -water—the 
Sixth belongs to Humpty Dumpty—But you make 
no remark?” 

“I—I didn’t know I had to make one—just then,” 
Alice faltered out. 

“You should have said,”’ the Queen went on in a tone 
of grave reproof, ‘“‘‘It’s extremely kind of you to tell 
me all this’—however, we’ll suppose it said—the 
Seventh Square is all forest—however, one of the 
Knights will show you the way—and in the Eighth 
Square we shall be Queens together, and it’s all feasting 
and fun!” Alice got up and curtseyed, and sat down 
again. 

At the next peg the Queen turned again, and said, 
“Speak in French when you can’t think of the English 
for a thing—turn out your toes as you walk—and 
remember who you arel’”’ She did not wait for Alice 
to curtsey this time, but walked on quickly to the next 
peg, where she turned to say “good-bye,” and then 
hurried on to the last. 
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How it happened, Alice never knew, but exactly as 
she came to the last peg, she was gone. Whether she 
vanished into the air, or ran quickly into the wood 
(“and she can run very fast!’’ thought Alice), there was 
no way of guessing, but she was gone, and Alice began 
to remember that she was a Pawn, and that it would 
soon be time to move. 


CHAPTER III 
LOOKING-GLASS INSECTS 


Or course the first thing to do was to make a grand 
survey of the country she was going to travel through. 
“It’s something very like learning geography,” thought 
Alice, as she stood on tiptoe in hopes of being able to 
see a little further. ‘‘ Principal rivers—there are none. 
Principal mountains—I’m on the only one, but I don’t 
think it’s got any name. Principal towns—why what 
are those creatures, making honey down there? They 
can’t be bees—nobody ever saw bees a mile off, you 
know ” and for some minutes she stood silent, 
watching one of them that was bustling about among 
the flowers, poking its proboscis into them, “just as 
if it was a regular bee,’”’ thought Alice. 

However, this was anything but a regular bee: in 
fact, it was an elephant—as Alice soon found out, 
though the idea quite took her breath away at first. 
‘And what enormous flowers they must be!’’ was her 
next idea. ‘‘Something like cottages with the roofs 
taken off, and stalks put to them—and what quantities 
of honey they must make! I think V’ll go down and 
—no, I won’t go just yet,’’ she went on, checking 
herself just as she was beginning to run down the hill, 
and trying to find some excuse for turning shy so 
suddenly. “It'll never do to go down among them 
without a good long branch to brush them away—and 
what fun it’ll be when they ask me how I liked my 
walk. I shall say—‘Oh, I liked it well enough : 
(here came the favourite little toss of the head), ‘only 
it was so dusty and hot, and the elephants did tease so!’’”’ 

“IT think I’ll go down the other way,” she said after 
a pause: “‘and perhaps I may visit the elephants 
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later on. Besides, I do so want to. get into the Third 
Square!” 

So with this excuse she ran down the hill and jumped 
over the first of the six little brooks. 


“Tickets, please!” said the Guard, putting his head 
in at the window. Ina moment everybody was holding 
out a ticket: they were about the same size as the people, 
and quite seemed to fill the carriage. 

“‘Now then! Show your ticket, child!” the Guard 
went on, looking angrily at Alice. And a great many 
voices all said together (“like the chorus of a song,” 
thought Alice), “Don’t keep him waiting, child! Why, 
his time is worth a thousand pounds a minute!” 

“Tm afraid I haven’t got one,’’ Alice said in a frigh- 
tened tone: “there wasn’t a ticket-office where I came 
from.””’ And again the chorus of voices went on. 
“There wasn’t room for one where she came from. 
The land there is worth a thousand pounds an inch!” 

“Don’t make excuses,”’ said the Guard: “you should 
have bought one from the engine-driver.’”? And once 
more the chorus of voices. went on with, “The man 
that drives the engine. Why, the smoke alone is worth 
a thousand pounds a puff!’’ 

Alice thought to herself, “Then there’s no use in 
speaking.”” The voices didn’t join in this time, as she 
hadn’t spoken, but, to her great surprise, they all 
thought in chorus (I hope you understand what thinking 
in chorus means—for I must confess that I don’t), 
“Better say nothing at all. Language is worth a 
thousand pounds a word!” 

. “T shall dream about a thousand pounds to-night, 
I know I shall!”’ thought Alice. 

All this time the Guard was looking at her, first 
through a telescope, then through a microscope, and 
then through an opera-glass. At last he said, ‘‘ You’re 
travelling the wrong way,” and shut. up the window 
and went away. 

“So young a child,” said the gentleman sitting 
opposite to her (he was dressed in white paper), “ought 
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All this time the Guard was looking at her 
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to know which way she’s going, even if she doesn’t 
know her own name!” 

A Goat, that was sitting next to the gentleman in 
white, shut his eyes and said in a loud voice, “She ought 
to know her way to the ticket-office, even if she doesn’t 
know her alphabet!” 

There was a Beetle sitting next the Goat (it was a 
very queer set of passengers altogether), and, as the 
rule seemed to be that they should all speak in turn, 
he went on with, “She’ll have to go back from here as 
luggage!”’ 

Alice couldn’t see who was sitting beyond the Beetle, 
but a hoarse voice spoke next. ““Change engines——”’ 
it said, and there it choked and was obliged to leave off, 

“Tt sounds like a horse,’’ Alice thought to herself. 
And an extremely small voice, close to her ear, said, 


“You might make a joke on that——something about ‘horse’ and 
‘hoarse,’ you know.” 


Then a very gentle voice in the distance said, “She 
must be labelled, ‘Lass, with care,’ you know——”’ 

And after that other voices went on (“ What a number 
of people there are in the carriage!” thought Alice), 
_ Saying, “She must go by post, as she’s got a head on 
her. ** “She must be sent as a message by the 
telegraph ** “She must draw the train herself the 
rest of the way »’ and so on. 

But the gentleman dressed in white paper leaned 
forwards and whispered in her ear, “Never mind what 
they all say, my dear, but take a return-ticket every 
time the train stops.” 

“Indeed I shan’t!’”? Alice said rather impatiently. 
“I don’t belong to this railway journey at all—I 
was in a wood just now—and I wish I could get back 
there!” 

“You might make a joke on that” said the little voice close 
to her ear: “something about, ‘you would if you could,’ you know.” 

“Don’t tease so,” said Alice, looking about in vain 
to see where the voice came from; “‘if you’re so anxious 
to have a joke made, why don’t you make one your- 
self?” 
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The little voice sighed deeply: it was very unhappy, 
evidently, and Alice would have said something pitying 
to comfort it, ‘if it would only sigh like other people!” 
she thought. But this was such a wonderfully small 
sigh, that she wouldn’t have heard it at all, if it hadn’t 
come quife close to her ear. The consequence of this 
was that it tickled her ear very much, and quite took 
off her thoughts from the unhappiness of the poor little 
creature. 


“I know you are a friend,” the little voice went on; 
“‘a dear friend, and an old friend. And you won’t hurt mc, though 
I am an insect.” 


“What kind of insect?’”’ Alice inquired a little 
anxiously. What she really wanted to know was, 
whether it could sting or not, but she thought this 
wouldn’t be quite a civil question to ask. 

“What, then you don’t——-” the little voice began, when 
it was drowned by a shrill scream from the engine, and 
everybody jumped up in alarm, Alice among the rest. 

The Horse, who had put his heard out of the window, 
quietly drew it in and said, “It’s only a brook we have 
to jump over.’”’ Everybody seemed satisfied with this, 
though Alice felt a little nervous at ‘the idea of trains 
jumping at all. ‘‘However, it’ll take us into the 
Fourth Square, that’s some comfort!’ she said to 
herself. In another moment she felt the carriage rise 
straight up into the air, and in her fright she caught 
at the thing nearest to her hand, which happened to 
be the Goat’s beard. 
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But the beard seemed to melt away as she touched it, 
and she found herself sitting quietly under a tree— 
while the Gnat (for that was the insect she had been 
talking to) was balancing itself on a twig just over her 
head, and fanning her with its wings. 

It certainly was a very large Gnat: “about the size 
of a chicken,” Alice thought. Still, she couldn’t feel 
nervous with it, after they had been talking together 
so long. 

*‘“—then you don’t like all insects?’”’ the Gnat went 
on, as quietly as if nothing had happened. 
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“like them when they can talk,” Alice said. ‘None 
of them ever talk, where J come from.” 

“What sort of insects do you rejoice in, where you 
come from?” the Gnat inquired. 

“T don’t rejoice in insects at all,’ Alice explained, 
“because I’m rather afraid of them—at least the large 
kinds. But I can tell you the names of some of them.” 

“Of course they answer to their names?” the Gnat 
remarked carelessly. 

““T never knew them do it.” 

“What’s the use of their having names,” the Gnat 
said, “if they won’t answer to them?” 

“No use to them,” said Alice; ‘‘but it’s useful to the 
people that name them, I suppose. If not, why do 
things have names at all?” 

“T can’t say,” said the Gnat. ‘In the wood down 
there, they’ve got no names—however, go on with 
your list of inseets.’’ 

“Well, there’s the Horse-fly,’”’ Alice began, counting 
off the names on her finger. 

“All right,” said the Gnat: “half-way up that bush, 
you'll see a Rocking-horse-fly, if you look. It’s made 
entirely of wood, and gets about by swinging itself from 
branch to branch.”’ 

“What does it live on?” Alice asked, with great 
curiosity. 

“Sap and sawdust,” said the Gnat. ‘‘Go on with 
the list.” 

Alice looked at the Rocking-horse-fly with great 
interest, and made up her mind that it must have been 
just repainted, it looked so bright and sticky; and then 
she went on. 

“And there’s the Dragon-fly.” 

“Look on the branch above your head,’”’ said the 
Gnat, “‘and there you'll find a Snap-dragon-fly. Its 
body is made of plum-pudding, its wings of holly-leaves, 
and its head is a raisin burning in brandy.” 

“And what does it live on?’ Alice asked, as before. 

“Frumenty and mince-pie,’”’ the Gnat replied; ‘‘and 
it makes its nest in a Christmas-box.”’ 

“And then there’s the Butterfly,’ Alice went on, 
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after she had taken a good look at the insect with its 
head on fire, and had thought to herself, ‘‘I wonder if 
that’s the reason insects are so fond of flying into 
candles—because they want to turn into Snap-dragon- 
flies!’ 

“Crawling at your feet,” said the Gnat (Alice drew 
her feet back in some alarm), “‘you may observe a 
Bread-and-butter-fly. Its wings are thin slices of 
bread-and-butter, its body is a crust, and its head is 
a lump of sugar.” 

““And what does if live on?”’ 

“Weak tea with cream in it.” 

A new difficulty came into Alice’s head. ‘‘ Supposing 
it couldn’t find any?” she suggested. 

“Then it would die, of course.’’ 

‘But that must happen very often,” Alice remarked 
thoughtfully. 

“Tt always happens,” said the Gnat. 

After this, Alice was silent for a minute or two, pon- 
dering. The Gnat amused itself meanwhile by humming 
round and round her head: at last it settled again and 
remarked, “‘I suppose you don’t want to lose your 
name?” : 

“No, indeed,” Alice said, a little anxiously. 

“And yet I don’t know,” the Gnat went on in a 
careless tone: “only think how convenient it would 
be if you could manage to go home without it! For 
instance, if the governess wanted to call you to your 
lessons, she would call out, ‘Come here , and there 
she would have to leave off, because there wouldn’t be 
any name for her to call, and of course you wouldn’t 
have to go, you know.” 

“That would never do, I’m sure,” said Alice: “the 
governess would never think of excusing me lessons 
for that. If she couldn’t remember my name, she’d 
call me ‘Miss!’ as the servants do.” 

“Well, if she said ‘Miss,’ and didn’t say anything 
more,” the Gnat remarked, “of course you’d miss your 
lessons. That’s a joke. I wish you had made it.” 

“Why do you wish I had made it?” Alice asked, 
““{t’s a very bad one.” 
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But the Gnat only sighed deeply, while two large 
tears came rolling down its cheeks. 

“You shouldn’t make jokes,”’ Alice said, ‘if it makes 
you so unhappy.” 

Then came another of those melancholy little sighs, 
and this time the poor Gnat really seemed to have 
sighed itself away, for, when Alice looked up, there 
was nothing whatever to be seen on the twig, and, as 
she was getting quite chilly with sitting still so long, 
she got up and walked on. 

She very soon came to an open field, with a wood on 
the other side of it: it looked much darker than the 
last wood, and Alice felt a little timid about going into 
it. However, on second thoughts, she made up her 
mind to go on: “for I certainly won’t go back,’’ she 
thought to herself, and this was the only way to the 
Eighth Square. 

“This must be the wood,” she said thoughtfully to 
herself, ‘where things have no names. I wonder 
what’ll become of my name when I goin? I shouldn’t 
like to lose it at all—because they’d have to give me 
another, and it would be almost certain to be an ugly 
one. But then the fun would be, trying to find the 
creature that had got my old name! That’s just like 
the advertisements, you know, when people lose dogs 
—‘answers to the name of “Dash”; had on a brass 
collar’—just fancy calling everything you met ‘Alice,’ 
till one of them answered! Only they wouldn’t answer 
at all, if they were wise.” 

She was rambling on in this way when she reached 
the wood: it looked very cool and shady. ‘Well, at 
any rate it’s a great comfort,’’ she said as she stepped 
under the trees, “‘after being so hot, to get into the— 
into the—into what?” she went on, rather surprised 
at not being able to think of the word. “I mean to 
get under the—under the—under this, you know!” 
putting her hand on the trunk of the tree. “What 
does it callitself? I do believe it’s got no nanie—why, 
to be sure it hasn’t!”’ 

She stood silent for a minute, thinking: then she 
suddenly began again. “Then it really has happened, 
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after all! And now, who am I? I will remember, if 
I can! I’m determined to do it!” But being deter- 
mined didn’t help her much, and all she could say, 
after a great deal of puzzling, was,“L, I know it begins 
with L!” 

Just then a Fawn came wandering by: it looked at 
Alice with its large gentle eyes, but didn’t seem at all 
frightened. ‘‘Here then! Here then!’’ Alice said, as 
she held out her hand and tried to stroke it; but it only 
started back a little, and then stood looking at her again. 

“What do you call yourself?’’ the Fawn said at last. 
Such a soft sweet voice it had! 

“‘T wish I knew!” thought poor Alice. She answered, 
rather sadly, ‘‘ Nothing, just now.” 

“Think again,” it said: “that won’t do.” 

Alice thought, but nothing came of it. ‘‘Please, 
would you tell me what you call yourself?” she said 
timidly. “I think that might help a little.” 

“Tl tell you, if you’ll come a little further on,”’ the 
Fawn said. “I can’t remember here.” 

So they walked on together through the wood, Alice 
with her arms clasped lovingly round the soft neck of 
the Fawn, till they came out into another open field, 
and here the Fawn gave a sudden bound into the air, 
and shook itself free from Alice’s arms. ‘‘I’m a Fawn!” 
it cried out in a voice of delight. “‘And, dear me, 
you’re a human child!’’ A sudden look of alarm came 
into its beautiful brown eyes, and in another moment 
it had darted away at full speed. 

Alice stood looking after it, almost ready to cry with 
vexation at having lost her dear little fellow-traveller 
so suddenly. ‘‘ However, I know my name now,” she 
said: ‘“‘that’s some comfort. Alice—Alice—I won’t 
forget it again. And now, which of these finger-posts 
ought I to follow, I wonder?” 

It was not a difficult question to answer, as there was 
only one road, and the finger-posts both pointed along 
it. ‘“‘Tll settle it,’’ Alice said to herself, ‘‘when the 
read divides and they point different ways.” 

But this did not seem likely to happen. She went 
on and on, a long way, but wherever the road divided 
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there were sure to be two finger-posts pointing the 
Same way, one marked, “To TWEEDLEDUM’s HOUSE,” 
and the other, “To THE-HOUSE OF TWEEDLEDEER.”’ 

“TI do believe,” said Alice at last, “that they live in 
the same house! I wonder I never thought of that 
before—But I can’t stay there long. I’ll just call and 
say, “How d’ye do?’ and ask them the way out of the 
wood. If I could only get to the Eighth Square before 
it gets dark!” So she wandered on, talking to herself 
as she went, till, on turning a sharp corner, she came 
upon two fat little men, so suddenly that she could not 
help starting back, but in another moment she recovered 
herself, feeling sure that they must be— 


CHAPTER IV 
TWEEDLEDUM AND TWEEDLEDEE 


THEY were standing under a tree, each with an arm 
Found the other’s neck, and Alice knew which was 
which in a moment, because one of them had “pum” 
embroidered on his collar, and the other “prEr.” ‘TI 
suppose they’ve each got ‘TWEEDLE’ round at the back 
of the collar,’’ she said to herself. 

They stood so still that she quite forgot they were 
alive, and she was just looking round to see if the word 
““TWEEDLE”’ was written at the back of each collar, 
when she was startled by a voice coming from the one 
marked “pum.” 

“Tf you think we’re wax-works,” he said, “you ought 
to pay, you know. Wax-works weren’t made to be 
looked at for nothing. Nohow!”’ 

“Contrariwise,’’ added the one marked “DEE,” “if 
you think we’re alive, you ought to speak.” 

“Tm sure I’m very sorry,’”’ was all Alice could say; 
for the words of the old song kept ringing through her 
head like the ticking of a clock, and she could hardly 
help saying them out loud: 


Tweedledum and Tweedledee 
Agreed to have a battle ; 

For Tweedledum said Tweedledee 
Had spoiled his nice new ratile. 


Just then flew down a monstrous crow, 
As black as a tar-barrel ; 

Which frightened both the heroes so, 
They quite forgot their quarrel. 


“IT know what you’re thinking about,” said Tweedle- 
dum: ‘‘but it isn’t so, nohow.” 
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“Tf you think we’re wax-works,’’ he said, “‘you ought to pay, you know” 
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“‘Contrariwise,’’ continued Tweedledee, “‘if it was so, 
it might be, and if it were so, it would be: but as it 
isn’t, it ain’t. That’s logic.” 

“T was thinking,’’ Alice said very politely, ‘‘ which 
is the best way out of this wood: it’s getting so dark. 
Would you tell me, please?” 

But the fat little men only looked at each other and 
grinned. 

They looked so exactly like a couple of great school- 
boys, that Alice couldn’t help pointing her finger at 
Tweedledum, and saying, “First Boy!” 

“Nohow!’? Tweedledum cried out briskly, and 
instantly shut his mouth up again with a snap. 

“Next Boy!” said Alice, passing on to Tweedledee. 
though she felt quite certain he would only shout out, 
“‘Contrariwise!’’ and so he did. 

“You’ve begun wrong!” cried Tweedledum. “The 
first thing in a visit is to say ‘How d’ye do?’ and shake 
hands!’’ And here the two brothers gave each other 
a hug, and then they held out the two hands that were 
free, to shake hands with her. 

Alice did not like shaking hands with either of them 
first, for fear of hurting the other one’s feelings; so, as 
the best way out of the difficulty, she took hold of 
both hands at once: the next moment they were dancing 
round in aring. This seemed quite natural (she remem- 
bered afterwards) and she was not even surprised to 
hear music playing: it seemed to come from the tree 
under which they were dancing, and it was done (as 
well as she could make it out) by the branches rubbing 
one across the other, like fiddles and fiddlesticks. 

“But it certainly was funny,” (Alice said afterwards, 
when she was telling her sister the history of all this), 
“‘to find myself singing ‘Here we go round the mulberry 
bush.’ I don’t know when I began it, but somehow 
I felt as if I’d been singing it a long long time!” 

The other two dancers were fat, and very soon out 
of breath. “Four times round is enough for one dance,” 
Tweedledum panted out, and they left off dancing as 
suddenly as they had begun: the music stopped at the 
same moment. 
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Then they let go of Alice’s hands, and stood looking 
at her for a minute: there was a rather awkward pause, 
as Alice didn’t know how to begin a conversation with 
people she had just been dancing with. “It would 
never do to say, ‘How d’ye do?’ now,’ she said to 
herself: ‘“we seem to have got beyond that, somehow!” 

“T hope you’re not much tired?” she said at last. 

“Nohow. And thank you very much for asking,” 
said Tweedledum. 

“So much obliged!’”’ added Tweedledee. ‘‘ You like 
poetry?” 

““Ye-es, pretty well—some poetry,”’ Alice said doubt- 
fully, “Would you tell me which road leads out of the 
wood?”’ 

“What shall I repeat to her?” said Tweedledee, 
looking round at Tweedledum with great solemn eyes, 
and not noticing Alice’s question. 

“*The Walrus and the Carpenter’ is the longest,’ 
Tweedledum replied, giving his brother an affectionate 
hug. 

Tweedledee began instantly: 


“The sun was shining——”’ 


Here Alice ventured tointerrupt. “ Ifit’s very long,” 
she said, as politely as she could, “would you tell me 
first which road ee 

Tweedledee smiled gently, and began again: 


" The sun was shining on the sea, 
Shining with all his might: 
He did his very best to make 
The billows smooth and bright— 
And this was odd, because it was 
The middle of the night. 


“The moon was shining sulkily, 
Because she thought the sun 
Had got no business to be there 
After the day was done— 
‘It’s very rude of him,’ she said, 
*To come and spoil the fun !’ 
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“The sea was wet as wet could be, 
The sands were dry as dry. 
You could not see a cloud, because 
No cloud was in the sky: 
No birds were flying overhead— 
There were no birds to fly. 


“The Walrus and the Carpenter 
Were walking close at hand; 
They wept like anything to see 
Such quantities of sand: 
‘If this were only cleared away,’ 
They said, ‘it would be grand ?’ 


“* If seven maids with seven mops 
Swept it for half a year, 

Do you suppose,’ the Walrus said, 
‘That they could get it clear ?’ 

‘I doubt it,’ said the Carpenter, 
And shed a bitter tear. 


““O Oysters, come and walk with us !” 
The Walrus did beseech. : 
‘A pleasant walk, a pleasant talk, 
Along the briny beach : 
We cannot do with more than four, 
To give a hand to each.’ 


** The eldest Oyster looked at hin, 
But never a word he said: 
The eldest Oyster winked his eye, 
And shook his heavy head— 
Meaning to say he did not choose 
To leave the oyster-bed, 


“ But four young Oysters hurried up, 
All eager for the treat: 
Their coats were brushed, their faces washed 
Their shoes were clean and neat— 
And this was odd, because, you know, 
They hadn’t any feet. 


> 
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“Four other Oysters followed them, 
And yet another four ; 
And thick and fast they came at last, 
And more, and more, and more— 
All hopping through the frothy waves, 
And scrambling to the shore. 


“The Walrus and the Carpenter 
Walked on a mile or so, 
And then they rested on a rock 
Conveniently low : 
And all the little Oysters stood 
And waited in a row. 


“* The time has come,’ the Walrus said, 
‘To talk of many things : 
Of shoes—and ships—and sealing-wax— 
Of cabbages—and kings— 
And why the sea is boiling hot— 
And whether pigs have wings,’ 


“But, wait a bit,’ the Oysters cried, 
‘ Before we have our chat ; 
For some of us are out of breath, 
And all of us are fat !’ 
‘No hurry !’ said the Carpenter. 
They thanked him much for that. 


** A loaf of bread,’ the Walrus said, 
‘Is what we chiefly need: 
Pepper and vinegar besides 
Are very good indeed— 
Now if you’re ready, Oysters dear, 
We can begin to feed.’ 


“* But not on us !’ the Oysters cried, 
Turning a little blue. 
“After such kindness, that would be 
A dismal thing to do!’ 
‘The night is fine,’ the Walrus said. 
‘Do you admire the view ? 


A.W.—F* 
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«It was so kind of you to come! 
And you are very nice !’ 
The Carpenter said nothing but 
‘Cut us another slice ; 
I wish you were not quite so deaf— 
I’ve had to ask you twice !’ 


*** Tt seems a shame,’ the Walrus said, 
‘To play them such a trick, 
After we’ve brought them out so far, 
And made them trot so quick !’ 
The Carpenter said nothing but 
‘ The butter’s spread too thick !’ 


““*T weep for you,’ the Walrus said: 
‘I deeply sympathise.’ 
With sobs and tears he sorted out ~ 
Those of the largest size, 
Holding his pocket-handkerchief 
Before his streaming eyes. 


““*O Oysters,’ said the Carpenter, 
“You’ve had a pleasant run! ~ 
Shall we be trotting home again.?’ 
But answer came there none— 
And this was scarcely odd, because 
They’d eaten every one.” 


“JT like the Walrus best,” said Alice: “because you 
see he was a little sorry for the poor oysters.” 

“He ate more than the Carpenter, though,” said 
Tweedledee. “You see he held his handkerchief in 
front, so that the Carpenter couldn’t count how many 
he took: contrariwise.”’ 

“That was mean!” Alice said indignantly. ‘Then 
I like the Carpenter best—if he didn’t eat so many as 
the Walrus.’ 

: “But he ate as many as he could get,’’ said Tweedle- 
um. 

This was a puzzler. After a pause, Alice began, 
“Well! They were both very unpleasant characters—” 
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Here she checked herself in some alarm, at hearing 
something that sounded to her like the puffing of a 
large steam-engine in the wood near them, though she 
feared it was more likely to be a wild beast. ‘Are 
there any lions or tigers about here?” she asked timidly 

“It’s only the Red King snoring,” said Tweedledee. 

“Come and look at him!” the brothers cried, and 
they each took one of Alice’s hands, and led her up 
to where the King was sleeping. 

“Isn’t he a lovely sight?”’ said Tweedledum. 

Alice couldn’t say honestly that he was. He had a 
tall red night-cap on, with a tassel, and he was lying 
crumpled up into a sort of untidy heap, and snoring 
loud—‘“fit to snore his head off!” as Tweedledum 
remarked. 

“Tm afraid he’ll catch cold with lying on the damp 
grass,’’ said Alice, who was a very thoughtful little girl. 

“He’s dreaming now,”’ said Tweedledee: “‘and what 
do you think he’s dreaming about?” 

Alice said, ““Nobody can guess that.” 

“Why, about you!’’ Tweedledum exclaimed, clapping 
his hands triumphantly. ‘And if he left off dreaming 
about you, where do you suppose you’d be?”’ 

““Where I am now, of course,’’ said Alice. 

“Not you!’ Tweedledee retorted contemptuously. 
““You’d be nowhere. Why, you’re only a sort of thing 
in his dream!”’ 

“Tf that there King was to wake,’’ added Tweedle- 
dum, ‘“you’d go out—bang!—just like a candle!” 

“T shouldn’t!”? Alice exclaimed indignantly. ‘‘Be- 
sides, if I’m only a sort of thing in his dream, what 
are you, I should like to know?” 

“Ditto,” said Tweedledum. 

“Ditto, ditto!’’ cried Tweedledee. 

He shouted this so loud that Alice couldn’t help 
saying, “Hush! You’ll be waking him, I’m afraid, if 
you make so much noise.” 

“Well, it’s no use your talking about waking him,” 
said Tweedledum, ‘“‘when you're only one of the things 
in his dream. You know very well you’re not real.” 

“‘T amreal!”’ said Alice, and began to cry. 
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““You won’t make yourself a bit realer by crying,” 
Tweedledee remarked: “there’s nothing to cry about.” 

“Tf I wasn’t real,’ Alice said—half-laughing through 
her tears, it all seemed so ridiculous—“I shouldn’t be 
able to cry.” 

“TI hope you don’t suppose those are real tears?” 
Tweedledum interrupted in a tone of great contempt. 

“‘T know they’re talking nonsense,’’ Alice thought to 
herself: ‘“‘and it’s foolish to cry about it.”? So she 
brushed away her tears, and went on as cheerfully as 
she could, “‘At any rate I’d better be getting out of 
the wood, for really it’s coming on very dark. Do you 
think it’s going to rain?” 

Tweedledum spread a large umbrella over himself 
and his brother, and looked up into it. ‘‘No, I don’t 
think itis,’’ he said: ‘‘at least—not under here. Nohow.’’ 

“But it may rain outside?” 

“Tt may—if it chooses,’ said Tweedledee: ‘‘we’ve 
no objection. Contrariwise.” 

“Selfish things!’”’ thought Alice, and she was just 
going to say, “Good night,’ and leave them, when 
Tweedledum sprang out from under the umbrella, and 
seized her by the wrist. , 

“Do you see that ?’’ he said, in a voice ehoking with 
passion, and his eyes grew large and yellow ail in a 
moment, as he pointed with a trembling finger at a 
small white thing lying under the tree. 

“It’s only a rattle,’ Alice said, after a careful exam- 
ination of the little white thing. “Not a rattle-snake, 
you know,” she added hastily, thinking that he was 
frightened; “‘only an old rattle—quite old and broken.”’ 

“I knew it was!” cried Tweediedum, beginning to 
stamp about wildly and tear his hair. “It’s spoilt, of 
course!’’ Here he looked at Tweedledee, who imme- 
diately sat down on the ground, and tried to hide 
himself under the umbrella. 

Alice laid her hand upon his arm, and said in a 
soothing tone, “ You needn’t be so angry about an old 
rattle.” 

“But it isn’t old!”? Tweedledum cried, in a greater 
fury than ever. ‘It’s new, I tell you—I bought it 
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yesterday—my nice new RATTLE!” and his voice rose 
to a perfect scream. 

All this time Tweedledee was trying his best to fold 
up the umbrella, with himself in it: which was such 
an extraordinary thing to do, that it quite took off 
Alice’s attention from the angry brother. But he 
couldn’t quite succeed, and it ended in his rolling over, 
bundled up in the umbrella, with only his head out: 
and there he lay, opening and shutting his mouth and 
his large eyes—“ looking more like a fish than anything 
else,’ Alice thought. 

“Of course you agree to have a battle?” Tweedledum 
said in a calmer tone. 

“I suppose so,’ the other sulkily replied, as he 
crawled out of the umbrella: “only she must help us to 
dress up, you know.”’ 

So the two brothers went off hand-in-hand into the 
wood, and returned in a minute with their arms full of 
things—such as bolsters, blankets, hearth-rugs, table- 
cloths, dish-covers, and coal-scuttles.. “I hope you’re a 
good hand at pinning and tying strings?’”’ Tweedledum 
remarked, “Every one of these things has to go on, 
somehow or other.” 

Alice said afterwards she had never seen such a fuss 
made about anything in all her life—the way those two 
bustled about—and the quantity of things they put on— 
and the trouble they gave her in tying strings and 
fastening buttons—“ Really they’ll be more like bundles 
of old clothes than anything else, by the time they’re 
ready!’’ she said to herself, as she arranged a bolster 
round the neck of Tweedledee, “to keep his head from 
being cut off,” as he said. 

“You know,” he added very gravely, “it’s one of 
the most serious things that can possibly happen to 
one in a battle—to get one’s head cut off.” 

Alice laughed loud, but managed to turn it into a 
cough, for fear of hurting his feelings. 

“Do I look very pale?” said Tweedledum, coming 
up to have his helmet tied on. (He called it a helmet, 
though it certainly looked much more like a saucepan.) 

“ Well—yes—a little,’ Alice replied gently. 
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“T’m very brave generally,” he went on in a low 
voice: “‘only to-day I happen to have a headache.’’ 

“And I’ve got a toothache!” said Tweedledee, who 
had overheard the remark. “I’m far worse than 
you!” 

“Then you’d better not fight to-day,” said Alice, 
thinking it a good opportunity to make peace. 

“We must have a bit of a fight, but I don’t care about 
going on long,” said Tweedledum. ‘‘ What’s the time 
now?” 

Tweedledee looked at his watch, and said ‘‘ Half-past 
four.”’ 

“Let’s fight till six, and then have dinner,” said 
Tweedledum. 

“Very well,” the other said, rather sadly: “and she 
can watch us—only you’d better not come very close,” 
he added: “I generally hit everything I can see—when 
I get really excited.” 

“And I hit everything within reach,” eried Tweedle- 
dum, “‘ whether I can see it or not!” 

Alice laughed. “You must hit the frees pretty often, 
I should think,’’ she said. 

Tweedledum looked round him with a satisfied smile. 
“I don’t suppose,” he said, “there’lt be a tree left 
standing, for ever so far round, by the time we’ve 
finished!”’ 

“And all about a rattle!’”’ said Alice, still hoping to 
make them a lifile ashamed of fighting for such a trifle. 

“T shouldn’t have minded it so much,” said Tweedle- 
dum, “if it hadn’t been a new one.”’ 

“T wish the monstrous crow would come!” thought 
Alice. 

“There’s only one sword, you know,” Tweedledum 
said to his brother: ‘but you can have the umbrella— 
it’s quite as sharp. Only we must begin quick. It’s 
getting as dark as it can.” 

“And darker,’ said Tweedledee. 

It was getting dark so suddenly that Alice thought 
there must be a thunderstorm coming on. “What a 
thick black cloud that is!” she said. “And how fast 
it comes! Why, I do believe it’s got wings!”’ 
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“It’s the crow!” Tweedledum cried out in a shrill 
voice of alarm: and the two brothers took to their heels 
and were out of sight in a moment. 

Alice ran a little way into the wood, and stopped 
under a large tree. ‘‘It can never get at me here,” she 
thought: “‘it’s far too large to squeeze itself in among 
the trees. But I wish it wouldn’t flap its wings so—it 
makes quite a hurricane in the wood—here’s somebody’s 
shawl being blown away!” 


CHAPTER V 
WOOL AND WATER 


SHE caught the shawl as she spoke, and looked about 
for the owner: in another moment the White Queen 
came running wildly through the wood, with both arms 
stretched out wide, as if she were flying, and Alice very 
civilly went to meet her with the shawl. 

“I’m very glad I happened to be in the way,” Alice 
said, as she helped her to put on her shawl again. 

The White Queen only looked at her in a helpless 
frightened sort of way, and kept repeating something 
in a whisper to herself that sounded like, “Bread-and- 
butter, bread-and-butter,” and Alice felt that if there 
was to be any conversation at all, she must manage it 
herself. So she began rather timidly: ‘Am I addressing 
the White Queen?’’ : 

“Well, yes, if you call that a-dressing,” the Queen 
said. “It isn’t my notion of the thing, at all.”’ 

Alice thought it would never do to have an argument 
at the very beginning of their conversation, so she smiled 
and said, “If your Majesty will only tell me the right 
way to begin, I'll do it as well as I can.” 

“But I don’t want it done at all!”’ groaned the poor 
Queen. “I’ve been a-dressing myself for the last two 
hours.”’ 

It would have been all the better, as it seemed to 
Alice, if only she had got some one else to dress her, 
she was so dreadfully untidy. “Every single thing’s 
crooked,” Alice thought to herself, “and she’s all over 
pins!—May I put your shawl a little more straight for 
you?” she added aloud. 

“I don’t know what’s the matter with it!” the Queen 
said, in a melancholy voice. “It’s out of temper, 
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I think. I’ve pinned it here, and I’ve pinned it there, 
but there’s no pleasing it!” 

“Tt can’t go straight, you know, if you pin it all on 
one side,” Alice said, as she gently put it right for her; 
“and, dear me, what a state your hair is in!’’ 

“The hair-brush has got entangled in it!”’ the Queen 
said with a sigh. “And I lost the comb yesterday.”’ 

Alice carefully released the brush, and did her best 
to get the hair into order. ‘Come, you look rather 
better now!”’ she said, after altering most of the pins. 
“But really you should have a lady’s-maid!”’ 

“Ym sure I'll take you with pleasure!” the Queen 
said. ‘‘Twopence a week, and jam every other day.”’ 

Alice couldn’t help laughing, as she said, “I don’t 
want you to hire me—and I don’t care for jam.”’ 

“Tt’s very good jam,” said the Queen. 

“Well, I don’t want any to-day, at any rate.” 

“You couldn’t have it if you did want it,” the Queen 
said. ‘The rule is, jam to-morrow and jam yesterday 
—but never jam to-day.” 

“It must come sometimes to ‘jam to-day,’ ” Alice 
objected. 

“No, it can’t,” said the Queen. ‘It’s jam every 
other day: to-day isn’t any other day, you know.” 

“T don’t understand you,” said Alice. “It’s dread- 
fully confusing!” 

“That’s the effect of living backwards,” the Queen said 
kindly: “it always makes one a little giddy at first——”’ 

“Living backwards!’’ Alice repeated in great aston- 
ishment. “I never heard of such a thing!” 

““—but there’s one great advantage in it, that one’s 
memory works both ways.” 

“T’m sure mine only works one way,” Alice remarked. 
“T can’t remember things before they happen.” 

“It’s a poor sort of memory that only works back- 
wards,’ the Queen remarked. 

“What sort of things do you remember best?”’ Alice 
ventured to ask. 

“Oh, things that happened the week after next,” the 
Queen replied in a eareless tone. ‘‘For instance, now,” 
she went on, sticking a large piece of plaster on her 


162 THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS 


finger as she spoke, “there’s the King’s Messenger. 
He’s in prison now, being punished: and the trial doesn’t 
even begin till next Wednesday: and of course the 
crime comes last of all.” 

“Suppose he never commits the crime?” said Alice. 

“That would be all the better, wouldn’t it?” the 
Queen said, as she bound the plaster round her finger 
with a bit of ribbon. 

Alice felt there was no denying that. ‘Of course it 
would be all the better,” she said: ‘‘but it wouldn’t be 
all the better his being punished.” 

“You’re wrong there, at any rate,”’ said the Queen: 
“‘were you ever punished?” 

“Only for faults,”’ said Alice. 

“And you were all the better for it, I know!” the 
Queen said triumphantly. 

“Yes, but then I had done the things I was punished 
for,” said Alice: ‘‘that makes all the difference.”’ 

“But if you hadn’t done them,” the Queen said, ‘‘ that 
would have been better still; better, and better, and 
better!’ Her voice went higher with each “better,” 
till it got quite to a squeak at last. 

Alice was just beginning to say, ‘‘There’s a mistake 
somewhere——,”’ when the Queen began screaming, so 
loud that she had to leave the sentence unfinished. 
“Oh, oh, oh!’”’ shouted the Queen, shaking her hand 
about as if she wanted to shake it off. “My finger’s 
bleeding! Oh, oh, oh, oh!” 

Her screams were so exactly like the whistle of a 
steam-engine, that Alice had to hold both her hands 
over her ears. 

““What is the matter?”’ she said, as soon as there was 
a chance of making herself heard. ‘Have you pricked 
your finger?” 

“‘Thaven’t pricked it yet,’ the Queen said, ‘‘ but Isoon 
shall—oh, oh, oh!” 

“When do you expect to do it?” Alice asked, feeling 
very much inclined to laugh. 

“When I fasten my shawl again,” the poor Queen 
groaned out: “the brooch will come undone directly. 
Oh, oh!” As she said the words the brooch flew open, 


THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS 163 


and the Queen clutched wildly at it, and tried to clasp 
it again. 

“Take care!’”’ cried Alice. “ You’re holding it all 
crooked!’’ And she caught at the brooch; but it was 
too late: the pin had slipped, and the Queen had pricked 
her finger. ' 

“That accounts for the bleeding, you see,” she said 
to Alice with a smile. ‘Now you understand the way 
things happen here.” 

“But why don’t you scream now?” Alice asked, 
holding her hands ready to put over her ears again. 

“Why, I’ve done all the screaming already,” said 
the Queen. ‘“‘What would be the good of having it 
all over again?” 

By this time it was getting light. “The crow must 
have flown away, I think,” said Alice: “I’m so glad it’s 
gone. I thought it was the night coming on.” 

“T wish I could manage to be glad!”’ the Queen said. 
“Only I never can remember the rule. You must be 
very happy, living in this wood, and being glad whenever 
you like!” 

“Only it is so very lonely here!” Alice said in a 
melancholy voice; and at the thought of her loneliness 
two large tears came rolling down her cheeks. 

“Oh, don’t go on like that!” cried the poor Queen, 
wringing her hands in despair. ‘Consider what a 
great girl you are. Consider what a long way you’ve 
come to-day. Consider what o’clock it is. Consider 
anything, only don’t cry!” 

Alice could not help laughing at this, even in the 
midst of her tears. “Can you keep from crying by 
considering things?’’ she asked. 

“That’s the way it’s done,” the Queen said with 
great decision: “nobody can do two things at once, 
you know. Let’s consider your age to begin with— 
how old are you?’’ 

“T’m seven and a half exactly.” 

“You needn’t say ‘exactly,’”’ the Queen remarked: 
*T can believe it without that. Now I'll give you 
something to believe. I’m just one hundred and one, 
five months and a day.” 
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“T can’t believe that!’’ said Alice. 

“Can’t you?”’ the Queen said in a pitying tone. 
“Try again: draw a long breath, and shut your eyes.” 

Alice laughed. ‘‘There’s no use trying,” she said: 
“fone can’t believe impossible things.’ 

“‘T dare say you haven’t had much practice,” said 
the Queen. ‘“‘When I was your age, I always did it 
for half an hour a day. Why, sometimes I’ve believed 
as many as six impossible things before breakfast. 
There goes the shawl again!”’ 

The brooch had come undone as she spoke, and a 
sudden gust of wind blew her shawl across a little 
brook. The Queen spread out her arms again, and 
went flying after it, and this time succeeded in catching 
it for herself. “I’ve got it!’’ she cried in a triumphant 
tone. ‘“‘Now you shall see me pin it on again, all by 
myself!’ 

“Then [hope your finger is better now?” Alicesaid very 
politely, as she crossed the little brook after the Queen. 
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“Oh, much better!” cried the Queen, her voice rising 
into asqueak asshe went on. ‘‘ Much be-etter! Be-etter! 
Be-e-e-etter! Be-e-ehh!’’ The last word ended in a 
long bleat, so like a sheep that Alice quite started. 

She looked at the Queen, who seemed to have sud- 
denly wrapped herself up in wool. Alice rubbed her 
eyes, and looked again. She couldn’t make out what had 
happened at all. Was she in a shop? And was that 
really—was it really a sheep that was sitting on the other 
side of the counter? Rub as she would, she could 
make nothing more of it: she was in a little dark shop, 
leaning with her elbows on the counter, and opposite to 
her was an old Sheep, sitting in an arm-chair knitting, 
and every now and then leaving off to look at her 
through a great pair of spectacles. 

“What is it you want to buy?” the Sheep said at 
last, looking up for a moment from her knitting. 

“TI don’t quite know yet,” Alice said very gently. 
“TI should like to look all round me first, if I might.” 

“You may look in front of you, and on both sides, if 
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you like,” said the Sheep; ‘but you can’t look all round 
you—unless you’ve got eyes at the back of your head.” 

But these, as it happened, Alice had not got; so she 
contented herself with turning round, locking at the 
Shelves as she came to them. 

The shop seemed to be full of all manner of curious 
things—but the oddest part of it all was, that whenever 
she looked hard at any shelf, to make out exactly what 
it had on it, that particular shelf was always quite 
empty: though the others round it were crowded as 
full as they could hold. 

“Things flow about so here!”’ she said at last in a 
plaintive tone, after she had spent a minute or so in 
vainly pursuing a large bright thing, that looked some- 
times like a doll and sometimes like a work-box, and 
was always in the shelf next above the one she was 
looking at. “And this one is the most provoking of 
all—but Ill tell you what ” she added, as a sudden 
thought struck her, “I'll follow it up to the very top 
shelf of all. It'll puzzle it to go through the ceiling, 
I expect!” 

But even this plan failed: the “thing’’ went through 
the ceiling as quietly as possible, as if it were quite 
used to it. 

“Are you a ehild or a teetotum?”’ the Sheep said, as 
she took up another pair of needles. ‘‘ You’ll make me 
giddy soon, if you go on turning round like that.” She 
was now working with fourteen pairs at once, and Alice 
couldn’t help looking at her in great astonishment. 

“How can she knit with so many?”’ the puzzled child 
thought to herself. “She gets more and more like a 
porcupine every minute!” 

“Can you row?” the Sheep asked, handing her a 
pair of knitting-needles as she spoke. 

“Yes, a little—but not on land—and not with needles 
——”’ Alice was beginning to say, when suddenly the 
needles turned into oars in her hands, and she found 
they were in a little boat, gliding along between banks: 
so there was nothing for it but to do her best. 

‘‘Feather!’”’ cried the Sheep, as she took up another 


pair of needles. 
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This didn’t sound like a remark that needed any 
answer, so Alice said nothing, but pulled away. There 
was something very queer about the water, she thought, 
as every now and then the oars got fast in it, and would 
hardly come out again. 

“Feather! Feather!” the Sheep cried again, taking 
more needles. ‘ You’ll be catching a crab directly.” 

““A dear little crab!’’ thought Alice. ‘I should like 
that.” 

“‘Didn’t you hear me say ‘ Feather’?”’ the Sheep cried 
angrily, taking up quite a bunch of needles. 

“Indeed I did,” said Alice: “‘you’ve said it very often 
—and very loud. Please, where are the crabs?”’ 

“In the water, of course!” said the Sheep, sticking 
some of the needles into her hair, as her hands were 
fulifes, Feather; ol say | : 

“Why do you say ‘Feather’ so often?” Alice asked 
at last, rather vexed. ‘I’m not a bird!”’ 

“You are,” said the Sheep: “‘you’re a little goose.’ 

This offended Alice a little, so there was no more 
conversation for a minute or two, while the boat glided 
gently on, sometimes among beds of weeds (which made 
the oars stick fast in the water, worse than ever), and 
sometimes under trees, but always With the same tall 
riverbanks frowning over their heads. 

“Oh, please! There are some scented rushes!” 
Alice cried in a sudden transport of delight. “There 
really are—and such beauties!” 

“You needn’t say ‘please’ to me about ’em,” the 
Sheep said, without looking up from her knitting: 
“T didn’t put ’em there, and I’m not going to take 
7em away.” 

“No, but I meant—please, may we wait and pick 
some?” Alice pleaded. “If you don’t mind stopping 
the boat for a minute.” 

“How am I to stop it?” said the Sheep. “If you 
leave off rowing, it’ll stop of itself.” 

So the boat was left to drift down the stream as it 
would, till it glided gently in among the waving rushes. 
And then the little sleeves were carefully rolled up, and 
the little arms were plunged in elbow-deep, to get hold 
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of the rushes a good long way down before breaking 
them ofi—and for a while Alice forgot all about the 
Sheep and the knitting, as she bent over the side of the 
boat, with just the ends of her tangled hair dipping 
into the water—while with bright eager eyes she caught 
at one bunch after another of the darling scented rushes. 

“T only hope the boat won’t tipple over!” she said 
to herself. ‘Oh, what a lovely one! Only I couldn’t 
quite reach it.’ And it certainly did seem a little 
provoking (‘‘almost as if it happened on purpose,” she 
thought) that, though she managed to pick plenty of 
beautiful rushes as the boat glided by, there was always 
a more lovely one that she couldn’t reach. 

“The prettiest are always farther!” she said at last, 
with a sigh at the obstinacy of the rushes in growing 
so far off, as, with flushed cheeks and dripping hair and 
hands, she scrambled back into her place, and began to 
arrange her new-found treasures. 

What mattered it to her just then that the rushes 
had begun to fade, and to lose all their scent and beauty, 
from the very moment that she picked them? Even 
real scented rushes, you know, last only a very little 
while—and these, being dream-rushes, melted away 
almost like snow, as they lay in heaps at her feet—but 
Alice hardly noticed this, there were so many other 
curious things to think abeut. 

They hadn’t gone much farther before the blade of 
one of the oars got fast in the water and wouldn’t come 
out again (so Alice explained it afterwards), and the 
consequence was that the handle of it caught her under 
the chin, and, in spite of a series of little shrieks of 
“Oh, oh, oh!”’ from poor Alice, it swept her straight 
off the seat, and down among the heap of rushes. 

However, she wasn’t a bit hurt, and was soon up 
again: the Sheep went on with her knitting all the while, 
just as if nothing had happened. ‘‘That was a nice 
crab you caught!” she remarked, as Alice got back 
into her place, very much relieved to find herself still 
in the boat. 

“Was it? I didn’t see it,’’ said Alice, peeping 
cautiously over the side of the boat into the dark water. 
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*T wish it hadn’t let go—I should so like a little crab to 
take home with mel’? But the Sheep only laughed 
scornfully, and went on with her knitting. 

“Are there many crabs here?’’ said Alice. 

“Crabs, and all sorts of things,’’ said the Sheep: 
“plenty of choice, only make up your mind. Now, 
what do you want to buy?”’ 

“To buy!” Alice echoed in a tone that was half 
astonished and half frightened—for the oars, and the 
boat, and the river, had vanished all in a moment, 
and she was back again in the little dark shop. 

““T should like to buy an egg, please,”’ she said timidly. 
““How do you sell them?’’ 

“Fivepence farthing for one—twopence for two,” the 
Sheep replied. 

“Then two are cheaper than one?” Alice said in a 
surprised tone, taking out her purse. 

“Only, you must eat them both, if you buy two,” 
said the Sheep. 

“Then I'll have one, please,’”’ said Alice, as she put 
the meney dewn on the counter. For she thought to 
herself, ““They mightn’t be at all nice, you know.” 

The Sheep teek the money, and put it away in a box: 
then she said, “I never put things into people’s hands— 
that would never do—you must get-it for yourself.’ 
And so saying, she went off to the other end of the shop, 
and set the egg upright on a shelf. 

“IT wonder why it wouldn’t do?” thought Alice, as 
she groped her way among the tables and chairs, for 
the shop was very dark towards the end. “The egg 
seems to get farther away the more I walk towards it. 
Let me see, is this a chair? Why, it’s got branches, 
I declare! How very odd to find trees growing here! 
And actually here’s a little brook! Well, this is the 
very queerest shop I ever saw!” 


So she went on, wondering more and more at every 
step, as everything turned into a tree the moment she 
came up to it, and she quite expected the egg to do 
the same. 
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CHAPTER VI 
HUMPTY DUMPTY 


HoweEVER, the egg only got larger and larger, and more 
and more human: when she had come within a few yards 
of it, she saw that it had eyes and a nose and mouth; 
and when she had come close to it, she saw clearly that 
it was Humpty Dumpty himself. ‘It can’t be anybody 
else!’’ she said to herself. ‘I’m as certain of it, as if 
his name were written all over his face!”’ 

It might have been written a hundred times, easily, 
on that enormous face. Humpty Dumpty was sitting 
with his legs crossed, like a Turk, on the top of a high 
wall—such a narrow one that Alice quite wondered how 
he could keep his balance—and, as his eyes were steadily 
fixed in the opposite direction, and he didn’t take the 
least notice of her, she thought he-must be a stuffed 
figure. 

“And how exactly like an egg he is!”’ she said aloud, 
standing with her hands ready to catch him, for she was 
every moment expecting him to fall. 

“It’s very provoking,’’ Humpty Dumpty said after 
a long silence, looking away from Alice as he spoke, 
“to be called an egg—very !”’ 

“T said you looked like an egg, Sir,’’ Alice gently 
explained. ““And some eggs are very pretty, you 
know,”’ she added, hoping to turn her remark into a 
sort of compliment. 

“Some people,” said Humpty Dumpty, looking 
away from her as usual, ‘‘have no more sense than 
a baby!” 

Alice didn’t know what to say to this: it wasn’t at 
all like conversation, she thought, as he never said 
anything to her; in fact, his last remark was evidently 
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addressed to a tree—so she stood and softly repeated 
to herself: 


** Humpty Dumpty sat on a wall: 
Humpty Dumpty had a great fall. 
All the King’s horses and all the King’s men 
Couldn’t put Humpty Dumpty in his place again.” 


“That last line is much too long for the poetry,” she 
added, almost out loud, forgetting that Humpty Dumpty 
would hear her. 

“Don’t stand chattering to yourself like that,’ 
Humpty Dumpty said, looking at her for the first 
time, “‘but tell me your name and your business.” 

“My name is Alice, but . 

“It’s a stupid name enough!” Humpty Dumpty 
interrupted impatiently. ‘What does it mean?” 

“Must a name mean something?” Alice asked 
doubtfully. 

“Of course it must,” Humpty Dumpty said with a 
short laugh: ““my name means the shape I am—and 
a good handsome shape it is, too. With a name like 
yours, you might be any shape, almost.” 

“Why do you sit out here all alone?” said Alice, not 
wishing to begin an argument. 

“Why, because there’s nobody with me!” cried 
Humpty Dumpty. “Did you think I didn’t know the 
answer to that? Ask another.” 

“Don’t you think you’d be safer down on the 
ground?” Alice went on, not with any idea of making 
another riddle, but simply in her good-natured anxiety 
for the queer creature. “That wall is so very narrow!’ 

“What tremendously easy riddles you ask!’’? Humpty . 
Dumpty growled out. ‘Of course I don’t think sol 
Why, if ever I did fall off—which there’s no chance of, 
—but if I did——” Here he pursed up his lips, and 
looked,so solemn and grand that Alice could hardly 
help laughing. “If I did fall,’ he went on, “the King has 
promised me—ah, you may turn pale, if you like! You 
didn’t think I was going to say that, did you? The 
King has promised me—with his own mouth—to—to—_”” 
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“To send all his horses and all his men,” Alice 
interrupted, rather unwisely. 

“Now I declare that’s too bad!” Humpty Dumpty 
cried, breaking into a sudden passion. ‘“ You’ve been 
listening at doors—and behind trees-——and down chim- 
neys—or you couldn’t have known it!” 

“T haven’t, indeed!” Alice said very gently. “It’s 
in a book.” 

“Ah, well! They may write such things in a book,”’ 
Humpty Dumpty said in a calmer tone. “That’s what 
you call a History of England, that is. Now, take a 
good look at me! I’m one that has spoken to a King, 
I am: mayhap you’ll never see such another: and to 
show you I’m not proud, you may shake hands with 
me!’’ And he grinned almost from ear to ear, as he 
leant forwards (and as nearly as possible fell off the 
wall in doing so) and offered Alice his hand. She 
watched him a little anxiously as she took it. ‘If he 
smiled much more, the ends of his mouth might meet 
behind,” she thought: “‘and then I don’t know what 
would happen to hishead! I’m afraid it would come off!” 

“Yes, all his horses and all his men,’ Humpty 
Dumpty went on. ‘“They’d pick me up again in a 
minute, they would! However, this conversation is going 
on a little too fast: let’s go back to the last remark but 
one.”’ ? 

“Tm afraid I can’t quite remember it,’’ Alice said 
very politely. 

“In that case we may start fresh,’’ said Humpty 
Dumpty, ‘“‘and it’s my turn to choose a subject——” 
(“He talks about it just as if it was a game!” thought 
Alice.) “So here’s a question for you. How old did 
you say you were?” 

Alice made a short calculation, and said, “‘Seven 
years and six months.” . 

“Wrong!’? Humpty Dumpty exclaimed trium- 
phantly. “You never said a word like it.”’ 

“‘T thought you meant, ‘How old are you?’”’ Alice 
explained. 

“Tf ’'d meant that, I’d have said it,” said Humpty 
Dumpty. 
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Alice didn’t want to begin another argument, so she 
said nothing. 

“Seven years and six months!”” Humpty Dumpty 
repeated thoughtfully. ‘An uncomfortable sort of age. 
Now if you’d asked my advice, Tl d have said, ‘Leave off 
at seven’—but it’s too late now.’ 

“TI never ask advice about growing,” Alice said 
indignantly. 

“Too proud?” the other inquired. 

Alice felt even more indignant at this suggestion. 
“I mean,” she said, “that one can’t help growing 
older.’”’ 

“One can’t, perhaps,” said Humpty Dumpty, “but 
two can. With proper pte! Je you might have leit 
off at seven.’ 

“What a beautiful belt you’ve got on!” Alice sud- 
denly remarked. (They had had quite enough of the 
subject of age, she thought: and if they were really to 
take turns in choosing subjects, it was her turn now.) 
$* At least,”’ she corrected herself on second thoughts, “a 
beautiful cravat, I should have said—no, a belt, I mean 
—oh, I beg your pardon!”’ she added in dismay, for 
Humpty Dumpty looked thoroughly offended, and she 
began to wish she hadn’t chosen that subject. “If only 
I knew,”’ she thought to herself, Snel was neck and 
which was waist!’’ 

Evidently Humpty Dumpty was very angry, though 
he said nothing for a minute or two. When he did 
speak again, it was in a deep growl. 


” he said at last, 
“when a person doesn’t know a cravat from a 
belt 

“‘T know it’s very ignorant of me,”’ Alice replied, in 
so humble a tone that Humpty Dumpty relented. 
, “It’s a cravat, child, and a beautiful one, as you say. 
It’s a present from the White King and Queen. There 
now!” 

“Ts it really?” said Alice, quite pleased to find she 
had chosen a good subject, after all. 

= “They gave it me,” Humpty Dumpty continued 
thoughtfully, as he crossed one knee over the other 
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and clasped his hands round it, “‘—for an un-birthday 
present.”’ 

“I beg your pardon?” Alice said with a puzzled air. 

“Tm not offended,” said Humpty Dumpty. 

“IT mean, what is an un-birthday present?” 

“A present given when it isn’t your birthday, of 
course.” 

Alice considered a little. “I like birthday presents 
best,’’ she said at last. 

“You don’t know what you’re talking about!” cried 
Humpty Dumpty. ‘How many days are there in a 
year?” 

“Three hundred and sixty-five,” said Alice. 

“And how many birthdays have you?” 

ee One.” 

“And if you take one from three hundred and sixty- 
five, what remains?’ 

“Three hundred and sixty-four, of course.” 

Humpty Dumpty looked doubtful. “I’d rather see 
that done on paper,” he said. 

Alice couldn’t help smiling as she took out her 
memorandum-book, and worked the sum for him: 


365 
1 
364 
Humpty Dumpty took the book, and looked at it 
very carefully. “That seems to be done right——” 
he began. 


“You're holding it upside down!” Alice interrupted. 

“To be sure I was!’’ Humpty Dumpty said gaily, as 
she turned it round for him. “I thought it looked a 
little queer. As I was saying, that seems to be done 
right—though I haven’t time to look it over thoroughly 
just now—and that shows that there are three hundred 
and sixty-four days when you might get un-birthday 
presents ed 

“Certainly,” said Alice. 

“And only one for birthday presents, you know. 
There’s glory for you!” 
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“‘T don’t know what you mean by ‘glory,’”’ Alice 
said. 

Humpty Dumpty smiled contemptuously. “Of 
course you don’t—till I tell you. I meant ‘there’s 
a nice knock-down argument for you!’ ” 

“But ‘glory’ doesn’t mean ‘a nice knock-down 
argument,’ ’’ Alice objected. 

“When JI use a word,’’ Humpty Dumpty said in 
rather a scornful tone, “it means just what I choose 
it to mean—neither more nor less.”’ 

“The question is,” said Alice, ‘““whether you can 
make words mean different things.” 

“The question is,’? said Humpty Dumpty, ‘which 
is to be master—that’s all.” 

Alice was too puzzled to say anything, so after 
a minute Humpty Dumpty began again. ‘‘They’ve a 
temper, some of them—particularly verbs, they’re the 
proudest—adjectives you can do anything with, but 
not verbs—however, J can manage the whole lot! 
Impenetrability! That’s what I say!” 

“Would you tell me, please,” said Alice, ‘what that 
means?” 

“Now you talk like a reasonable child,” said Humpty 
Dumpty, looking very much pleased. ‘‘I meant by 
‘impenetrability’ that we’ve had enough of that subject, 
and it would be just as well if you’d mention what you 
mean to do next, as I suppose you don’t intend to stop 
here all the rest of your life.’ 

“That’s a great deal to make one word mean,” Alice 
said in a thoughtful tone. 

“When I make a word do a lot of work like that,” 
said Humpty Dumpty, ‘‘I always pay it extra.” 

“Oh!” said Alice. She was too much puzzled to 
make any other remark. 

“Ah, you should see ’em come round me of a Saturday 
night,”” Humpty Dumpty went on, wagging his head 
gravely from side to side: ‘for to get their wages, you 
know.”’ 

(Alice didn’t venture to ask what he paid them with; 
and so you see I can’t tell you.) 

“You seem very clever at explaining words, Sir,” 
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said Alice. ‘Would you kindly tell me the meaning 
of the poem ‘Jabberwocky’?” 

“Let’s hear it,’’ said Humpty Dumpty. “I can 
explain all the poems that ever were invented—and a 
good many that haven’t been invented just Vvietuu 

This sounded very hopeful, so Alice repeated the 
first verse: 


“°Twas brillig, and the slithy toves 
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe: 
All mimsy were the borogoves, 
And the mome raths outgrabe.”’ 


“That’s enough to begin with,” Humpty Dumpty 
interrupted: “there are plenty of hard words there. 
“Brillig’ means four o’clock in the afternoon—the time 
when you begin broiling things for dinner.” 

“That'll do very well,’ said Alice: ‘and ‘slithy’?’ 

“Well, ‘slithy’ means ‘lithe and slimy.’ ‘Lithe’ is 
the same as ‘active.’ You see it’s like a portmanteau 
—there are two meanings packed up into one word.” 

“T see it now,” Alice remarked thoughtfully: “and 
what are ‘toves’?”’ 

“Well, ‘toves’ are something like badgers—they’re 
something like lizards—and they’re something like 
corkscrews.”’ 

“They must be very curious creatures.” 

“They are that,” said Humpty Dumpty: “also they 
make their nests under sundials—also they live on 
Cheeses 

“And what’s to ‘gyre’ and to ‘gimble’?” 

“To ‘gyre’ is to go round and round like a gyroscope. 
To ‘gimble’ is to make holes like a gimlet.”’ 

“And ‘the wabe’ is the grass plot round a sundial, 
I suppose?” said Alice, surprised at her own ingenuity. 

“Of course it is. It’s called ‘wabe,’ you know, 
because it goes a long way before it, and a long way 
behind it——”’ 

“And along way beyond it on each side,” Alice added. 

“Exactly so. Well then, ‘mimsy’ is ‘flimsy and 
miserable’ (there’s another portmanteau for you). 
And a ‘borogove’ is a thin shabby-looking bird with 
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its feathers sticking out all round—something like a live 
mop.” 

And then ‘mome raths’?” said Alice. “If I’m 
not giving you too much trouble.” 

“‘Well, a ‘rath’ is a sort of green pig: but ‘mome’ 
I’m not certain about. I think it’s short for ‘from 
home’—meaning that they’d lost their way, you know.” 

“And what does ‘outgrabe’ mean?” 

‘Well, ‘outgribing’ is something between bellowing 
and whistling, with a kind of sneeze in the middle: how- 
ever, you'll hear it done, maybe—down in the wood 
yonder—and when you’ve once heard it you'll be quite 
content. Who’s been repeating all that hard stuff to 
you?” 

“‘T read it in a book,” said Alice. ‘“‘But I had some 
poetry repeated to me, much easier than that, by— 
Tweedledee, I think.’’ : 

“As to poetry, you know,” said Humpty Dumpty, 
stretching out one of his great hands, “‘J can repeat 
poetry as well as other folk if it comes to that £4 

“Oh, it needn’t come to that!” Alice hastily said, 
hoping to keep him from beginning. 

“The piece I’m going to repeat,’ he went on without 
noticing her remark, “was written entirely for your 
amusement.” 

Alice felt that in that case she really ought to listen 
to it, so she sat down, and said “Thank you”’ rather 
sadly. 


2? 


“In winter, when the fields are white, 
I sing this song for your delight 


only I don’t sing it,’”’ he explained. 

“T see you don’t,” said Alice. 

“Tf you can see whether I’m singing or not, you’ve 
sharper eyes than most,’”” Humpty Dumpty remarked 
severely. Alice was silent. 


“In spring, when woods are getting green, 
Pll try and tell you what I mean.”’ 


“Thank you very much,” said Alice. 
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“In summer, when the days are long, 
Perhaps you’ll understand the song : 


“In autumn, when the leaves are brown, 
Take pen and ink and write it down.” 


“*T will, if I can remember it so long,”’ said Alice. 

“You needn’t go on making remarks like that,” 
Humpty Dumpty said: “they’re not sensible, and they 
put me out.” 


“I sent a message to the fish: 
I told them ‘ This is what I wish.’ 


“ The little fishes of the sea, 
They sent an answer back to me. 


“ The little fishes’ answer was 


“We cannot do it, Sir, because ied 


“I’m afraid I don’t quite understand,” said Alice. 
“It gets easier further on,” Humpty Dumpty replied. 


“T sent to them again to say 
‘It will be better to obey.’ 


“ The fishes answered with a grin, 
‘Why, what a temper you are in!’ 


“TI told them once, I told them twice: 
They would not listen to advice. 


“I took a kettle large and new, 
Fit for the deed I had to do. 


“My heart went hop, my heart went thump; 
I filled the kettle at the pump. 


** Then someone came to me and said 
‘The little fishes are in bed.’ 
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“TI said to him, I said it plain, 
‘Then you must wake them up again.’ 


“1 said it very loud and clear ; 
I went and shouted in his ear.” 


Humpty Dumpty raised his voice almost to a scream 
as he repeated this verse, and Alice thought with a 
shudder, “I wouldn’t have been the messenger for 
anything!” 


“ But he was very stiff and proud ; 
He said ‘ You needn’t shout so loud !’ 


“And he was very proud and stiff ; 
He said ‘I’d go and wake them, if———’ 


** I took a corkscrew from the shelf : 
I went to wake them up myself. 


“And when I found the door was locked, 
I pulled and pushed and kicked and knocked. 


“And when I found the door was shut, 
I tried to turn the handle, but——”’ 


There was a long pause. 

“Ts that all?” Alice timidly asked. 

“That’s all,” said Humpty Dumpty. “Good-bye.” 

This was rather sudden, Alice thought: but, after 
such a very strong hint that she ought to be going, she 
felt it would hardly be civil to stay. So she held out 
her hand. “Good-bye, till we meet again!’’ she said 
as cheerfully as she could. 

“ Tshouldn’t know you again if we did meet,’’ Humpty 
Dumpty replied in a discontented tone, giving her one 
of his fingers to shake; ‘‘you’re so exactly like other 
people.”’ 

“The face is what one goes by, generally,” Alice 
remarked in a thoughtful tone. 

“That’s just what I complain of,” said Humpty 
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Dumpty. “Your face is the same as everybody has 
—the two eyes, so ”? (marking their places in the 
air with his thumb) “‘nose in the middle, mouth under. 
It’s always the same. Now if you had the two eyes 
on the same side of the nose, for instance—or the 
mouth at the top—that would be some help.” 

“Tt wouldn’t look nice,’ Alice objected. But 
Humpty Dumpty only shut his eyes and said, ‘‘ Wait 
till you’ve tried.”’ 

Alice waited a minute to sce if he would speak again, 
but as he never opened his eyes or took any further 
notice of her, she said, “‘Good-bye!”’ once more, and, 
on getting no answer to this, she quietly walked away: 
but she couldn’t help saying to herself as she went, 
“ Of all the unsatisfactory *” (she repeated this aloud, 
as it was a great comfort to have such a long word to 
say) ‘‘of all the unsatisfactory people I ever met———’’ 
She never finished the sentence, for at this moment a 
heavy crash shook the forest from end to end. 


CHAPTER VII 
THE LION AND THE UNICORN 


THE next moment soldiers came running through the 
wood, at first in twos and threes, then ten or twenty 
together, and at last in such crowds that they seemed 
to fill the whole forest. Alice got behind a tree, for 
fear of being run over, and watched them go by. 

She thought that in all her life she had never seen 
soldiers so uncertain on their feet: they were always 
tripping over something or other, and whenever one 
went down, several more always fell over him, so that 
the ground was soon covered with little heaps of men. 

Then came the horses. Having four feet, these 
managed rather better than the foot-soldiers: but even 
they stumbled now and then; and it seemed to be a 
regular rule that, whenever a horse stumbled, the rider 
fell off instantly. The confusion got worse every 
moment, and Alice was very glad to get into an open 
place, where she found the White King seated on the 
ground, busily writing in his memorandum-book. 

“T’ve sent them all!” the King cried in a tone of 
delight, on seeing Alice. “Did you happen to meet 
any soldiers, my dear, as you came through the wood?” 

“Yes, I did,” said Alice: “several thousand, I should 
think.”’ 

“Four thousand two hundred and seven, that’s the 
exact number,” the King said, referring to his book. 
“T couldn’t send all the horses, you know, because two 
of them are wanted in the game. And I haven’t sent 
the two Messengers, either. They’re both gone to the 
town. Just look along the road and tell me if you can 
see either of them.”’ 

“TI see nobody on the road,” said Alice. 
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“T only wish I had such eyes,” the King remarked in 
a fretful tone. ‘‘To be able to see Nobody! And at 
that distance too! Why, it’s as much as I can do to 
see real people, by this light!” 

All this was lost on Alice, who was still looking 
intently along the road, shading her eyes with one hand. 
““T see somebody now!”’ she exclaimed at last. “But 
he’s coming very slowly—and what curious attitudes he 
goes into!’’ (For the Messenger kept skipping up and 
down, and wriggling like an eel, as he came along, with 
his great hands spread out like fans on each side.) _ 

“Not at all,” said the King. ‘‘He’s an Anglo-Saxon 
Messenger—and those are Anglo-Saxon attitudes. He 
only does them when he’shappy. His name is Haigha.” 
(He pronounced it so as to rhyme with “ mayor.’’) 

“TI love my love with an H,” Alice couldn’t help 
beginning, ‘“‘because he is Happy. I hate him with an 
H, because he is Hideous. I fed him with—with—with 
Ham-sandwiches and Hay. His name is Haigha, and 
he lives or 

“He lives on the Hill,” the King remarked simply, 
without the least idea that he was joining in the game, 
while Alice was still hesitating for the name of a town 
beginning with H. “The other Messenger’s called 
Hatta. I must have two, you know—to come and go. 
One to come, and one to go.” 

“T beg your pardon?”’ said Alice. 

“Tt isn’t respectable to beg,’”’ said the King. | 

“T only meant that I didn’t understand,”’ said Alice. 
““Why one to come and one to go?” ; 

“Don’t I tell you?” the King repeated impatiently. 
“TI must have two—to fetch and carry. One to fetch, 
and one to carry.” 

At this moment the Messenger arrived: he was far 
too much out of breath to say a word, and could only 
wave his hands about, and make the most fearful faces 
at the poor King. 

“This young lady loves you with an H,” the King 
said, introducing Alice in the hope of turning off the 
Messenger’s attention from himself—but it was no use 
—the Anglo-Saxon attitudes only got more extraordinary 
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every moment, while the great eyes rolled wildly from 
side to side. 

“You alarm me!” said the King. “I feel faint— 
Give me a ham-sandwich!’’ 

On which the Messenger, to Alice’s great amusment, 
opened a bag that hung round his neck, and handed a 
sandwich to the King, who devoured it greedily. 

“Another sandwich!” said the King. 

“There’s nothing but hay left now,”’ the Messenger 
said, peeping into the bag. 

“Hay, then,” the King faintly murmured. 

Alice was glad to see that it revived him a good deal. 
“There’s nothing like eating hay when you’re faint,” 
he remarked to her, as he munched away. 

“TJ should think throwing cold water over you would 
be better,’’ Alice suggested: ‘“—or some sal volatile.” 

“TI didn’t say there was nothing better,” the King 
replied. “I said there was nothing like it.’ Which 
Alice did not venture to deny. 

“Who did you pass on the road?” the King went on, 
holding out his hand to the Messenger for some more 
hay. 

“Nobody,” said the Messenger. . 

“Quite right,” said the King: “this young lady 
saw him too. So of course Nobody walks slower 
than you.” 

“I do my best,” the Messenger said in a sullen tone. 
“Ym sure nobody walks much faster than I do!’”’ 

“He can’t do that,” said the King, “or else he’d have 
been here first. However, now you’ve got your breath, 
you may tell us what’s happened in the town.” 

“Yl whisper it,”’ said the Messenger, putting his hands 
to his mouth in the shape of a trumpet, and stooping 
so as to get close to the King’s ear. Alice was sorry 
for this, as she wanted to hear the news too. However, 
instead of whispering, he simply shouted at the top of 
his voice, “They’re at it again!” 

“Do you call that a whisper!”’ cried the poor King, 
jumping up and shaking himself. “If you do such a 
thing again I’ll have you buttered! It went through 
and through my head like an earthquake!” 
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“It would have to be a very tiny earthquake!” 
thought Alice. “Who are at it again?” she ventured 
to ask. 

“Why, the Lion and the Unicorn, of course,” said 
the King. 

“Fighting for the crown?” 

“Yes to be sure,” said the King: “and the best of 
the joke is, that it’s my crown all the while! Let’s run 
and see them.’”’ And they trotted off, Alice repeating 
to herself, as she ran, the words of the old song: 


**The Lion and the Unicorn were fighting for the crown: 
The Lion beat the Unicorn all round the town. 
Some gave them white bread and some gave them brown s 
Some gave them plum-cake and drummed them out of 
fown.”’ 


“And does—the one—that wins—get the crown?” 
she asked, as well as she could, for the long run was 
putting her quite out of breath. 

“Dear me, no!” said the King. ‘What an ideal” 

“Would you—be good enough ” Alice panted out, 
after running a little farther, “to stop a minute—just 
to get—one’s breath?’’ 

“T’m good enough,” the King said, ‘only I’m not 
strong enough. You see, a minute goes by so fearfully 
quick. You might as well try to stop a Bandersnatch!”’ 

Alice had no more breath for talking, so they trotted 
on in silence, till they came in sight of a great crowd, in 
the middle of which the Lion and Unicorn were fighting. 
They were in such a cloud of dust, that at first Alice 
could not make out which was which: but she soon 
managed to distinguish the Unicorn by his horn. 

They placed themselves close to where Hatta, the 
other Messenger, was standing watching the fight, with 
a cup of tea in one hand and a piece of bread and butter 
in the other. 

“He’s only just out of prison, and he hadn’t finished 
his tea when he was sent in,’’? Haigha whispered to 
Alice: “and they only give them oyster-shells in there 
—so you see he’s very hungry and thirsty. How are 
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you, dear child?” he went on, putting his arm affec- 
tionately round Hatta’s neck. 

Hatta looked round and nodded, and went on with 
his bread-and-butter. 

“Were you happy in prison, dear child?” said 
Haigha. 

Hatta looked round once more, and this time a tear 
or two trickled down his cheek: but not a word would 
he say. 

“Speak, can’t youl”’ Haigha cried impatiently. But 
Hatta only munched away, and drank some more tea. 

“Speak, won’t you!” cried the King. ‘How are 
they getting on with the fight?” 

Hatta made a desperate effort, and swallowed a 
large piece of bread-and-butter. “They’re getting on 
very well,” he said in a choking voice: ‘‘each of them 
has been down about cighty-seven times.” 

“Then I suppose they’ll soon bring the white bread 
and the brown?” Alice ventured to remark. 

“It’s waiting for *em now,” said Hatta: “this is a 
bit of it as I’m eating.” 

There was a pause in the fight just then, and the 
Lion and the Unicorn sat down, panting, while the 
King called out, “Ten minutes allowed for refresh- 
ments!” Haigha and Hatta set to work at once, carry- 
ing round trays of white and brown bread. Alice took 
a piece to taste, but it was very dry. 

“T don’t think they’ll fight any more to-day,” the 
King said to Hatta: “go and order the drums to begin.” 
And Hatta went bounding away like a grasshopper. 

For a minute or two Alice stood silently watching 
him. Suddenly she brightened up. ‘Look! Look!” she 
cried, pointing eagerly. ‘‘There’s the White Queen run- 
ning across the country! She came flying out of the 
wood over yonder—How fast those Queens can run!” 

“There’s some enemy after her, no doubt,” the King 
said, without even looking round. “That wood’s full of 
them.” 

“But aren’t you going to run and help her?” 
Alice asked, very much surprised at his taking it so 
quietly. 
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“No use, no use!” said the King. “She runs so 
fearfully quick. You might as well try to catch a 
Bandersnatch! But I’ll make amemorandum about her 
if you like—She’s a dear good creature,’ he repeated 
softly to himself, as he opened his memorandum-book. 
“Do you spell ‘creature’ with a double ‘e’?” 

At this moment the Unicorn sauntered by them, with 
his hands in his pockets. “I had the best of it this 
time!’’ he said to the King, just glancing at him as he 
passed. 

“A little—a little,’ the King replied, rather ner- 
vously. ‘You shouldn’t have run him through with 
your horn, you know.” 

“Tt didn’t hurt him,” the Unicorn said carelessly, 
and he was going on, when his eye happened to fall 
upon Alice: he turned round instantly, and stood for 
some time looking at her with an air of the deepest 
disgust. 

““What—is—this?’? he said at last. 

“This is a child!’’? Haigha replied eagerly, coming in 
front of Alice to introduce her, and spreading out both 
his hands towards her in an Anglo-Saxon attitude. ‘We 
only found it to-day. It’s as large'as life, and twice 
as natural!’’ : 

“T always thought they were fabulous monsters!” 
said the Unicorn. “Is it alive?” 

“Tt can talk,’”’ said Haigha solemnly. 

The Unicorn looked dreamily at Alice, and said, 
sahallanchitds. 

Alice could not help her lips curling up into a smile 
as she began: “Do you know, I always thought Unicorns 
were fabulous monsters, too! I never saw one alive 
before!” 

“Well, now that we have seen each other,” said the 
Unicorn, “if you’ll believe in me, T’ll believe in you. 
Is that a bargain?” 

“Yes, if you like,”’ said Alice. 

“Come, fetch out the plum-cake, old man!” the 
Unicorn went on, turning from her to the King. ‘None 
of your brown bread for me!” 

“Certainly—certainly!’’ the King muttered, and 
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beckoned to Haigha. ‘Open the bag!’’ he whispered. 
“Quick! Not that one—that’s full of hay!” 

Haigha took a large cake out of the bag, and gave it 
to Alice to hold, while he got out a dish and carving- 
knife. How they all came out of it Alice couldn’t 
guess. It was just like a conjuring trick, she thought. 

The Lion had joined them while this was going on: 
he looked very tired and sleepy, and his eyes were half 
shut. “What’s this!’ he said, blinking lazily at Alice, 
and speaking in a deep hollow tone that sounded like 
the tolling of a great bell. 

“Ah, what is it, now?” the Unicorn cried eagerly. 
“You'll never guess! J couldn’t.’” 

The Lion looked at Alice wearily. ‘‘Are you animal 
—or vegetable—or mineral?” he said, yawning at every 
other word. 

“Tt’s a fabulous monster!” the Unicorn cried out, 
before Alice could reply. 

“Then hand round the plum-cake, Monster,” the 
Lion said, lying down and putting his chin on his paws. 
“And sit down, both of you,” (to the King and the 
Unicorn): “fair play with the cake, you know!” 

The King was evidently very uncomfortable at 
having to sit down between the two great creatures: 
but there was no other place for him. 

“What a fight we might have for the crown, now!” 
the Unicorn said, looking slyly up at the crown, which 
the poor King was nearly shaking off his head, he 
trembled so much. 

“T should win easy,’ said the Lion. 

“‘T’m not so sure of that,’’ said the Unicorn. 

“Why, I beat you all round the town, you chicken!” 
the Lion replied angrily, half getting up as he spoke. 

Here the King interrupted, to prevent the quarrel 
going on: he was very nervous, and his voice quite 
quivered. “All round the town?’ he said. ‘That’s 
a good long way. Did you go by the old bridge, or 
the market-place? You get the best view by the old 
bridge.”’ 

“Tm sure I don’t know,” the Lion growled out as 
he lay down again. ‘‘There was too much dust to see 
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anything. What a time the Monster is, cutting up 
that cake!” 

Alice had seated herself on the bank of a little brook, 
with the great dish on her knees, and was sawing away 
diligently with the knife. “It’s very provoking!” she 
said, in reply to the Lion (she was getting quite used 
to being called ‘the Monster’). “I’ve cut off several 
slices already, but they will always join on again!” 

“You don’t know how to manage Looking-glass 
cakes,’ the Unicorn remarked. ‘Hand it round first, 
and cut it afterwards.” 

This sounded nonsense, but Alice very obediently 
got up, and carried the dish round, and the cake divided 
itself into three pieces as she did so. ‘‘ Now cut it up,” 
said the Lion, as she returned to her place with the 
empty dish. 

*“T say, this isn’t fair!”’ cried the Unicorn, as Alice 
sat with the knife in her hand, very much puzzled how 
to begin. ‘‘The Monster has given the Lion twice as 
much as me!” 

“She’s kept none for herself, anyhow,” said the 
Lion. ‘Do you like plum-cake, Monster?” 

But, before Alice could answer him, the drums began, 

Where the noise came from, she couldn’t make out: 
the air seemed full of it, and it rang through and 
through her head till she felt quite deafened. She 
started to her feet, and in her terror she sprang across 
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the brook, and had just time to see the Lion and Unicorn 
rise to their feet, with angry looks at being interrupted 
in their feast, before she dropped to her knees, and put 
her hands over her ears, vainly trying to shut out the 
dreadful uproar. 

“Tf that doesn’t ‘drum them out of town,’” she 
thought to herself, “nothing ever will!” 


CHAPTER VIII 
“IT’S MY OWN INVENTION” 


AFTER a while the noise seemed gradually to die away, 
till all was dead silence, and Alice lifted up her head in 
some alarm. There was no one to be seen, and her 
first thought was that she must have been dreaming 
about the Lion and the Unicorn and those queer Anglo- 
Saxon Messengers. However, there was the great dish 
still lying at her feet, on which she had tried to cut the 
plum-cake, “So I wasn’t dreaming, after all,’”’ she said 
to herself, “‘unless—unless we’re all part of the same 
dream. Only I do hope it’s my dream, and not the 
Red King’s! I don’t like belonging to another person’s 
dream,” she went on in a rather complaining tone: 
“Tve a great mind to go and wake him, and see what 
happens!”’ 

At this moment her thoughts were interrupted by a 
loud shouting of, “Ahoy! Ahoy! Check!” and a Knight, 
dressed in crimson armour, came galloping down upon 
her, brandishing a great club. Just as he reached her, 
the horse stopped suddenly: “‘ You’re my prisoner!”’ 
the Knight cried, as he tumbled off his horse. 

Startled as she was, Alice was more frightened for 
him than for herself at the moment, and watched him 
with some anxiety as he mounted again. As soon as 
he was comfortably in the saddle, he began once more, 
“You're my ” but here another voice broke in 
“Ahoy! Ahoy! Check!’’ and Alice looked round in 
some surprise for the new enemy. 

This time it was a White Knight. He drew up at 
Alice’s side, and tumbled off his horse just as the Red 
Knight had done: then he got on again, and the two 
Knights sat and looked at each other without speaking. 
Alice looked from one to the other in some bewilderment. 

“*She’s my prisoner, you know!”’ the Red Knight said 
at last. 
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“Yes, but then J came and rescued her!”’ the White 
Knight replied. 

“Well, we must fight for her, then,’ said the Red 
Knight, as he took up his helmet (which hung from 
the saddle, and was something the shape of a horse’s 
head), and put it on. 

“You will observe the Rules of Battle, of course?” 
the White Knight remarked, putting on his helmet too. 

“T always do,”’ said the Red Knight, and they began 
banging away at each other with such fury that Alice 
got behind a tree to be out of the way of the blows. 

“T wonder, now, what the Rules of Battle are,” she 
said to herself, as she watched the fight, timidly peeping 
out from her hiding-place: ‘‘one Rule seems to be that, 
if one Knight hits the other, he knocks him off his 
horse, and if he misses, he tumbles off himself—-and 
another Rule seems to be that they hold their clubs 
in their arms, as if they were Punch and Judy. What 
a noise they make when they tumble. Just like fire- 
irons falling into the fender! And how quiet the horses 
are! They let them get on and off them just as if they 
were tables!” 

Another Rule of Battle, that Alice had not noticed, 
seemed to be that they always fell on their heads, and 
the battle ended with their both falling off in this way, 
side by side: when they got up again, they shook hands, 
and then the Red Knight mounted and galloped off. 

“Tt was a glorious victory, wasn’t it?” said the 
White Knight, as he came up panting. 

“I don’t know,” Alice said doubtfully. “I don’t 
want to be anybody’s prisoner. I want to be a Queen.” 

“So you will, when you’ve crossed the next brook,”’ 
said the White Knight. “I’ll see you safe to the end 
of the wood—and then I must go back, you know. 
That’s the end of my move.” 

“Thank you very much,” said Alice. “May I help 
you off with your helmet?” It was evidently more 
than he could manage by himself; however she managed 
to shake him out of it at last. 

“Now one can breathe more easily,” said the Knight, 
putting back his shaggy hair with both hands, and 
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“May I help you off with your helmet?” 
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‘turning his gentle face and large mild eyes to Alice. 
She thought she had never seen such a strange-looking 
soldier in all her life. 

He was dressed in tin armour, which seemed to fit 
him very badly, and he had a queer little deal box 
fastened across his shoulders upside-down, and with the 
lid hanging open. Alice looked at it with great curiosity. 

“T see you’re admiring my little box,” the Knight 
said in a friendly tone. “It’s my own invention—to 
keep clothes and sandwiches in. You see I carry it 
upside-down, so that the rain can’t get in.” 

“But the things can get out,”’ Alice gently remarked. 
**Do you know the lid’s open?” 

“IT didn’t know it,” the Knight said, a shade of 
vexation passing over his face. ‘Then all the things 
must have fallen out! And the box is no use without 
them.” He unfastened it as he spoke, and was just 
going to throw it into the bushes, when a sudden thought 
seemed to strike him, and he hung it carefully on a tree. 
‘Can you guess why I did that?” he said to Alice. 

Alice shook her head. 

“In hopes some bees may make a nest in it—then 
I should get the honey.” 

“But you’ve got a bee-hive—or something like one 
—fastened to the saddle,” said Alice. 

“Yes, it’s a very good bee-hive,” the Knight said in 
a discontented tone, “one of the best kind. But not a 
single bee has come near it yet. And the other thing 
isa mouse-trap. Isuppose the mice keep the bees out— 
or the bees keep the mice out, I don’t know which.” 

“T was wondering what the mouse-trap was for,’* 
said Alice. “It isn’t very likely there would be any 
mice on the horse’s back.” 

“Not very likely, perhaps,” said the Knight; “but, 
if they do come, I don’t choose to have them running 
all about.” 

“You see,” he went on after a pause, “‘it’s as well to 
be provided for everything. That’s the reason the horse 
has anklets round his feet.” 

“But what are they for?” Alice asked in a tone of 
great curiosity, 
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“To guard against the bites of sharks,” the Knight 
replied. “It’s an invention of my own. And now 
help me on. I'll go with you to the end of the wood— 
What’s that dish for?” 

“It’s meant for plum-cake,”’ said Alice. 

“We'd better take it with us,” the Knight said. 
“It'll come in handy if we find any plum-cake. Help 
me to get it into this bag.” 

This took a long time te manage, though Alice held 
the bag open very carefully, because the Knight was 
so very awkward in putting in the dish: the first two or 
three times that he tried he fell in himself instead. 
“It’s rather a tight fit, you see,’ he said, as they got 
it in at last; “there are so many candlesticks in the bag.” 
And he hung it to the saddle, which was already loaded 
with bunches of carrots, and fire-irons, and many other 
things. 

“T hope you’ve got your hair well fastened on?”’ he 
continued, as they set off. 

“Only in the usual way,” Alice said, smiling. 

“That’s hardly enough,” he said anxiously. ‘You 
see the windis soverystronghere. It’sasstrongassoup.”’ 

“Have you invented a plan for keeping one’s hair 
from being blown off?’ Alice inquired. 

“Not yet,” said the Knight. ‘But I’ve got a plan 
for keeping it from falling off.” 

“‘T should like to hear it very much.” 

“First you take an upright stick,” said the Knight. 
“Then you make your hair creep up it, like a fruit-tree. 
Now the reason hair falls off is because it hangs down 
—things never fall upwards, you know. It’s my own 
invention. You may try it if you like.” 

It didn’t sound a comfortable plan, Alice thought, 
and for a few minutes she walked on in silence, puzzling 
over the idea, and every now and then stopping to help 
the poor Knight, who certainly was not a good rider. 

Whenever the horse stopped (which it did very often), 
he fell off in front; and whenever it went on again (which 
it generally did rather suddenly), he fell off behind. 
Otherwise he kept on pretty well, except that he had 
a habit of now and then falling off sideways; and as 


196 THROUGH THE LOOKING-GLASS 


he generally did this on the side on which Alice was 
walking, she soon found that it was the best plan not 
to walk quite close to the horse. 

“T’m afraid you’ve not had much practice in riding,” 
she ventured to say, as she was helping him up from 
his fifth tumble. 

The Knight looked very much surprised, and a little 
offended at the remark. “‘ What makes you say that?” 
he asked, as he scrambled back into the saddle, keeping 
hold of Alice’s hair with one hand, to save himself from 
falling over on the other side. 

“Because people don’t fall off quite so often, when 
they’ve had much practice.” 

“T’ve had plenty of practice,’ the Knight said very 
gravely: “‘plenty of practice!” 

Alice could think of nothing better to say than, 
“Indeed?” but she said it as heartily as she could. 
They went on a little way in silence after this, the 
Knight with his eyes shut, muttering to himself, and 
Alice watching anxiously for the next tumble. 

“The great art of riding,” the Knight suddenly began 
in a loud voice, waving his right arm as he spoke, “is 
to keep Here the sentence ended as suddenly as 
it had begun, as the Knight fell heavily on the top of 
his head exactly in the path where Alice was walking. 
She was quite frightened this time, and said in an 
anxious tone, as she picked him up, “I hope no bones 
are broken?’’ 

“None to speak of,’”’ the Knight said, as if he didn’t 
mind breaking two or three of them. “The great art 
of riding, as I was saying, is—to keep your balance. 
Like this, you know os 

He let go the bridle, and stretched out both his 
arms to show Alice what he meant, and this time he 
fell flat on his back, right under the horse’s feet. 

“Plenty of practice!’”? he went on repeating, all the 
time that Alice was getting him on his feet again, 
“Plenty of practice!’”’ 

“It’s too ridiculous!” cried Alice, getting quite out 
of patience. “You ought to have a wooden horse on 
wheels, that you ought!” 
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“Does that kind go smoothly?” the Knight asked 
in a tone of great interest, clasping his arms round the 
horse’s neck as he spoke, just in time to save himself 
from tumbling off again. 

“Much more smoothly than a live horse,” Alice said, 
with a little scream of laughter, in spite of all she could 
do to prevent it. 

“Tl get one,” the Knight said thoughtfully to him- 
self. “‘One or two—several.’”’ 

There was a short silence after this; then the Knight 
went on again. “I’m a great hand at inventing things. 
Now, I dare say you noticed, the last time you picked 
me up, that I was looking thoughtful?” 

“You were a little grave,”’ said Alice. 

“Well, just then I was inventing a new way of getting 
over a gate—would you like to hear it?” 

“Very much indeed,”’ Alice said politely. 

“Tl tell you how I came to think of it,” said the 
Knight. “You see, I said to myself, ‘The only difficulty 
is with the feet: the head is high enough already.’ Now, 
first I put my head on the top of the gate—then the 
head’s high enough—then I stand on my head—then 
the feet are high enough, you see—then I’m over, you 
Seon 

“Yes, I suppose you’d be over when that was done,” 
Alice said thoughtfully: ‘but don’t you think it would 
be rather hard?” 

“T haven’t tried it yet,” the Knight said, gravely: 
‘so I can’t tell for certain—but I’m afraid it would 
be a little hard.” 

He looked so vexed at the idea, that Alice changed 
the subject hastily. ‘‘What a curious helmet you’ve 
got!’’ she said cheerfully. “Is that your invention 
too?” 

The Knight looked down proudly at his helmet, 
which hung from the saddle, “Yes,” he said, “but 
I’ve invented a better one than that—like a sugar-loaf. 
‘When I used to wear it, if I fell off the horse, it always 
touched the ground directly. So I had a very little 
way to fall, you see—But there was the danger of 
falling into it, to be sure. That happened to me once 
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—and the worst of it was, before I could get out again, 
the other White Knight came and putiton. He thought 
it was his own helmet.” 

The Knight looked so solemn about it that Alice did 
not dare to laugh. ‘‘I’m afraid you must have hurt 
him,” she said in a trembling voice, “‘being on the 
top of his head.” 

“JT had to kick him, of course,” the Knight said, 
very seriously. “And then he took the helmet off 
again—but it took hours and hours to get me out. 
I was as fast as—as lightning, you know.”’ 

“But that’s a different kind of fastness,’’ Alice 
objected. 

The Knight shook his head. ‘“‘It was all kinds of 
fastness with me, I can assure you!” he said. He 
raised his hands in some excitement as he said this, 
and instantly rolled out of the saddle, and fell headlong 
into a deep ditch. 

Alice ran to the side of the ditch to look for him. 
She was rather startled by the fall, as for some time he 
had kept on very well, and she was afraid that he 
really was hurt this time. However, though she could 
see nothing but the soles of his feet, she was much 
relieved to hear that he was talking on in his usual 
tone. ‘All kinds of fastness,’”’ he repeated: “but it 
was careless of him to put another man’s helmet on— 
with the man in it, too.’”’ 

“How can you go on talking so quietly, head down- 
wards?” Alice asked, as she dragged him out by the 
feet, and laid him in a heap on the bank. 

The Knight looked surprised at the question. ‘“‘ What 
does it matter where my body happens to be?” he 
said. “‘My mind goes on working all the same. In 
fact, the more head downwards I am, the more I keep 
inventing new things.” 

“Now the cleverest thing that I ever did,” he went 
on after a pause, “was inventing a new pudding during 
the meat-course.” 

“Tn time to have it cooked for the next course?” 
said Alice. “Well, that was quick work, certainly.” 

“Well, not the next course,’ the Knight said in a 
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slow thoughtful tone: ‘‘no, certainly not the next 
course.” 

“Then it would have to be the next day. I suppose 
you wouldn’t have two pudding-courses in one dinner?” 

“Well, not the next day,” the Knight repeated as 
before: “not the next day. In fact,” he went on, 
holding his head down, and his voice getting lower and 
lower, “I don’t believe that pudding ever was cooked! 
In fact, I don’t believe that pudding ever will be cooked! 
And yet it was a very clever pudding to invent.” 

“What did you mean it to be made of?” Alice asked, 
hoping to cheer him up, for he seemed quite low-spirited 
about it. 

“It began with blotting-paper,” the Knight answered 
with a groan. 

“That wouldn’t be very nice, I’m afraid 

“Not very nice alone,” he interrupted, quite eagerly: 
“but you’ve no idea what a difference it makes, mixing 
it with other things—such as gunpowder and sealing-wax. 
And here I must leave you.” 

Alice could only look puzzled: she was thinking of 
the pudding. 

“You are sad,’”’ the Knight said in an anxious tone: 
“let me sing you a song to comfort you.” 

“Ts it very long?’’ Alice asked, for she had heard a 
good deal of poetry that day. - 

“It’s long,’ said the Knight, “but it’s very, very 
beautiful. Everybody that hears me sing it—either 
it brings the tears into their eyes, or else i 

“Or else what?” said Alice, for the Knight had made 
a sudden pause. 

“Or else it doesn’t, you know. The name of the 
song is called ‘Haddocks’ Eyes.’ ” 

“‘Oh, that’s the name of the song, is it?”’ Alice said, 
trying to feel interested. 

“No, you don’t understand,” the Knight said, looking 
a little vexed. ‘‘That’s what the name is called. The 
name really is ‘The Aged Aged Man.’” 

“Then I ought to have said, ‘That’s what the song 
is called’?”’ Alice corrected herself. 

“No, you oughtn’t: that’s another thing. The song 
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is called ‘Ways and Means’: but that’s only what it’s 
called, you know!”’ 

“Well, what is the song, then?” said Alice, who was 
by this time completely bewildered. 

“T was coming to that,” the Knight said. ‘“‘The 
song really is ‘A-sitting On a Gate’: and the tune’s 
my Own invention.” 

So saying, he stopped his horse and let the reins fall on 
its neck: then, slowly beating time with one hand, and with 
a faint smile lighting up his gentle, foolish face, he began. 

Of all the strange things that Alice saw in her journey 
Through The Looking-Glass, this was the one that she 
always remembered most clearly. Years afterwards she 
could bring the whole scene back again, as if it had been 
only yesterday—the mild blue eyes and kindly smile 
of the Knight—the setting sun gleaming through his 
hair, and shining on his armour in a blaze of light that 
quite dazzled her—the horse quietly moving about, 
with the reins hanging loose on his neck, cropping the 
grass at her feet—and the black shadows of the forest 
behind—all this she took in like a picture, as, with 
one hand shading her eyes, she leant against a tree, 
watching the strange pair, and listening, in a half-dream, 
to the melancholy music of the song. - 

“But the tune isn’t his own invention,” she said to 
herself: “it’s ‘I give thee all, I can no more.’”’ She 
stood and listened very attentively, but no tears came 
into her eyes. 


“J7'll tell thee everything I can; 
There’s little to relate. 
I saw an aged aged man, 
A-silling on a gate. 
“Who are you, aged man?’ I said. 
“And how is it you live ?’ 
And his answer trickled through my head 
Like water through a sieve. 


“He said ‘ I look for butterflies 

That sleep among the wheat: 

I make them into mutton pies, 
And sell them in the street. 
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I sell them unto men,’ he said, 
‘Who sail on stormy seas; 

And that’s the way I get my bread— 
A trifle, if you please.’ 


“But I was thinking of a plan 

To dye one’s whiskers green, 

And always use so large a fan 
That they could not be seen. 

So, having no reply to give 
To what the old man said, 

I cried ‘Come, tell me how you live!’ 
And thumped him on the head. 


“‘ His accents mild took up the tale : 

He said ‘I go my ways, 

And when I find a mountain-rill, 
I set it in a blaze ; 

And thence they make a stuff they call 
Rowlands’ Macassar Oil— 

Yet fwopence-hatfpenny is all 
They give me for my toil.’ 


But I was thinking of a way 
To feed oneself on batter, 

And so go on from day to day 
Getting a liftle fatter. 

I shook him well from side to side, 
Until his face was blue: 

“Come, tell me how you live,’ I cried, 
“And what it is you do!’ 


“ He said ‘I hunt for haddocks’ eyes 

Among the heather bright, 

And work them into waistcoat-buttons 
In the silent night. 

And these I do not sell for gold 
Or coin of silvery shine, 

But for a copper halfpenny, 
And that will purchase nine. 
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“7 sometimes dig for buttered rolls, 

Or set limed twigs for crabs ; 

I sometimes search the grassy knolls 
For wheels of Hansom-cabs. 

And that’s the way’ (he gave a wink) 
‘ By which I get my wealth— 

And very gladly will I drink 
Your Honour’s noble health.’ 


“I heard him then, for I had just 

Completed my design 

To keep the Menai bridge from rust 
By boiling it in wine. 

I thanked him much for telling me 
The way he got his wealth, 

But chiefly for his wish that he 
Might drink my noble health. 


And now, if e’er by chance I put 
My fingers into glue, 
Or madly squeeze a right-hand foot 
Into a left-hand shoe, 
Or if I drop upon my toe 
A very heavy weight, 
I weep, for it reminds me so 
Of that old man I used to know— 
Whose look was mild, whose speech was slow, 
Whose hair was whiter than the snow, 
Whose face was very like a crow, 
With eyes, like cinders, all aglow, 
Who seemed distracted with his woe, 
Who rocked his body to and fro, 
And muttered mumblingly and low, 
As if his meuth were full of dough, 
Who snorted like a buffalo— 
That summer evening long ago 
A-sitting on a gate.”’ 


As the Knight sang the last words of the ballad, he 
gathered up the reins, and turned his horse’s head 
along the road by which they had come. ‘“ You’ve 
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only a few yards to go,” he said, “down the hill and 
over that little brook, and then you'll be a Queen— 
But you'll stay and see me off first?” he added as 
Alice turned away with an eager look. “I shan’t be 
long. You'll wait and wave your handkerchief when 
I get to that turn in the road? I think it’ll encourage 
me, you see.” 

“Of course I’ll wait,’”’ said Alice: “and thank you, 
very much for coming so far—and for the song— 
I liked it very much.” 

““T hope so,” the Knight said doubtfully: “but you 
didn’t cry so much as I expected.” 

‘So they shook hands, and then the Knight rode slowly 
away into the forest. “It won’t take long to see him 
off, I expect,” Alice said to herself, as she stood watching 
him. ‘There he goes! Right on his head as usual! 
However, he gets on again pretty easily—that comes 
of having so many things hung round the horse fs 
So she went on talking to herself, as she watched the 
horse walking leisurely along the road, and the Knight 
tumbling off, first on one side and then on the other. 
After the fourth or fifth tumble he reached the turn, 
and then she waved her handkerchief to him, and 
waited till he was out of sight. 

“T hope it encouraged him,” she said, as she turned 
to run down the hill: “and now for the last brook, 
and to be a Queen! How grand it sounds!” A very 
few steps brought her to the edge of the brook. “The 
Eighth Square at last!’’ she cried, as she bounded over 


and threw herself down to rest on a lawn as soft as 
moss, with little flower-beds dotted about it here 
and there. “Oh, how glad I am to get here! And 
what is this on my head?” she exclaimed in a tone of 
dismay, as she put her hands up to something very 
heavy, that fitted tight round her head. 

__.“ But how can it have got there without my knowing 
it?” she said to herself, as she lifted it off, and set it 
'on her lap to make out what it could possibly be. 

\ It was a golden crown. 


CHAPTER IX 
QUEEN ALICE 


“‘WeLL, this is grand!” said Alice. ‘‘I never expected 
I should be a Queen so soon—and I'll tell you what 
it is, your Majesty,” she went on in a severe tone (she 
was always rather fond of scolding herself), “‘it’ll never 
do to loll about on the grass like that! Queens have 
to be dignified, you know!” 

So she got up and walked about—rather stiffly just 
at first, as she was afraid that the crown might come 
off: but she comforted herself with the thought that 
there was nobody to see her, “and if I really am a 
Queen,” she said as she sat down again, “I shall be 
able to manage it quite well in time.” 

Everything was happening so oddly that she didn’t 
feel a bit surprised at finding the Red Queen and the 
White Queen sitting close to her, one on each side: she 
would have liked very much to ask them how they 
came there, but she feared it would not be quite civil. 
However, there will be no harm, she thought, in asking 
if the game was over. “Please, would you tell me——’’, 
she began, looking timidly at the Red Queen. 

“‘Speak when you’re spoken to!”’ the Red Queen 
sharply interrupted her. 

“But if everybody obeyed that rule,” said Alice, 
who was always ready for a little argument, ‘‘and if 
you only spoke when you were spoken to, and the other 
person always waited for you to begin, you see nobody 
would ever say anything, so that KY 

“Ridiculous!’”’ cried the Queen. “Why, don’t you 
see, child ”’ here she broke off with a frown, and, 
after thinking for a minute, suddenly changed the 
subject of the conversation. ‘‘What do you mean by 
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“If you really are a Queen’? What right have you to 
call yourself so? You can’t be a Queen, you know, 
till you’ve passed the proper examination. And the 
sooner we begin it, the better.” 

“T only said ‘if’!’? poor Alice pleaded in a piteous 
tone. 

The two queens looked at each other, and the Red 
Queen remarked, with a little shudder, “She says she 
only said ‘if’ a 

“But she said a great deal more than that!” the 
White Queen moaned, wringing her hands. ‘Oh, ever 
so much more than that!’ 

“So you did, you know,” the Red Queen said to 
Alice. ‘“‘Always speak the truth—think before you 
speak—and write it down afterwards.” 

“Tm sure I didn’t mean ’’ Alice was beginning, 
but the Red Queen interrupted. 

“That’s just what I complain of! You should have 
meant! What do you suppose is the use of a child 
without any meaning? Even a joke should have some 
meaning—and a child’s more important than a joke, 
I hope. You couldn’t deny that, even if you tried 
with both hands.’’ 

“T don’t deny things with my hands,’’ Alice objected. 

“Nobody said you did,”’ said the Red Queen, “I said 
you couldn’t if you tried.” 

“She’s in that state of mind,” said the White Queen 
“that she want’s to deny something—only she doesn’t 
know what to deny!” 

“A nasty, vicious temper,” the Red Queen remarked; 
and then there was an uncomfortable silence for a 
minute or two. 

The Red Queen broke the silence by saying to the 
White Queen, “I invite you to Alice’s dinner-party 
this afternoon.” 

The White Queen smiled feebly, and said, ‘And 
I invite you.” 

“T didn’t know I was to have a party at all,” said 
Alice; “but if there is to be one, I think J ought ts 
invite the guests.”’ 

“We gave you the opportunity of doing it,” the 
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Red Queen remarked: ‘‘but I dare say you’ve not had 
many lessons in manners yet?” 

“‘Manners are not taught in lessons,” said Alice. 
“Lessons teach you to do sums, and things of that 
sort.”’ 

“Can you do Addition?” the White Queen asked. 
“What’s one and one and one and one and one and one 
and one and one and one and one?”’ 

“IT don’t know,” said Alice. ‘“‘I lost count.” 

“She can’t do Addition,”’ the Red Queen interrupted. 
‘Can you do Subtraction? Take nine from eight.” 

‘‘Nine from eight I can’t, you know,” Alice replied 
very readily: “but a 

“‘She can’t do Subtraction,”’ said the White Queen. 
“Can you do Division? Divide a loaf by a knife— 
what’s the answer to that?” 

“I suppose——”’ Alice was beginning, but the Red 
Queen answered for her. ‘‘ Bread-and-butter, of course. 
Try another Subtraction sum. Take a bone from a 
dog. What remains?” 

Alice considered. ‘‘The bone wouldn’t remain, of 
course, if I took it—and the dog wouldn’t remain; it 
would come to bite me—and I’m sure J shouldn’t 
remain!”’ ' 

“Then you think nothing would remain?” said the 
Red Queen. 

“‘T think that’s the answer.”’ 

““Wrong, as usual,” said the Red Queen; “the dog’s 
temper would remain.” 

“But I don’t see ho ze 

““Why, look here!’”’ the Red Queen cried. “The dog 
would lose its temper, wouldn’t it? 

“Perhaps it would,” Alice replied cautiously. 

“Then if the dog went away, its temper would 
remain!’’ the Queen exclaimed. 

Alice said, as gravely as she could, ‘They might go 
different ways.’’ But she couldn’t help thinking to 
herself, ‘‘ What dreadful nonsense we are talking!”’ 

“She can’t do sums a bit!’”’ the Queens said together, 
with great emphasis. 

“Can you do sums?” Alice said, turning suddenly 
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on the White Queen, for she didn’t like being found 
fault with so much. 

The Queen gasped and shut her eyes. “I can do 
Addition,” she said, “if you give me time—but I can’t 
do Subtraction under any circumstances!”’ 

“Of course you know your A B C?” said the Red 
Queen. 

“To be sure I do,”’ said Alice. 

“So do I,” the White Queen whispered. “We'll 
often say it over together, dear. And [’'ll tell you a 
secret—I can read- words of one letter! Isn’t that 
grand? However, don’t be discouraged. You’ll come 
to it in time.” 

Here the Red Queen began again. ‘Can you answer 
useful questions?” she said. ‘“‘How is bread made?” 

“JT know that!’”’ Alice cried eagerly. “You take 
some flour——” 

“Where do you pick the flower?” the White Queen 
asked. “‘In a garden, or in the hedges?” 

“Well, it isn’t picked at all,’’ Alice explained: “it’s 
ground. i 

“How many acres of ground?” said the White Queen. 
“You mustn’t leave out so many things.’ 

“Fan her head!”’ the Red Queen anxiously inter- 
rupted. ‘‘She’ll be feverish after so much thinking.” 
So they set to work and fanned her with bunches of 
leaves, till she had to beg them to leave off, it blew her 
hair about so. 

“She’s all right again now,” said the Red Queen. 
“Do you know Languages? What’s the French for 
fiddle-de-dee?”’ 

“‘Fiddle-de-dee’s not English,’’ Alice replied gravely. 

““Who said it was?” said the Red Queen. 

Alice thought she saw a way out of the difficulty this 
time. “If you tell me what language ‘fiddle-de-dee’ 
is, I’ll tell you the French for it!’’ she exclaimed 
triumphantly. 

But the Red Queen drew herself up rather stiffly, 
and said “‘Queens never make bargains.”’ 

‘‘T wish Queens never asked questions,” Alice thought 
to herself. 
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“Don’t let us quarrel,”’ the White Queen said in an 
anxious tone. ‘‘ What is the cause of lightning?” 

“The cause of lightning,’ Alice said very decidedly, 
for she felt quite sure about this, “is the thunder— 
no, no!” she hastily corrected herself. “‘I meant the 
other way.” 

“It’s too late to correct it,’ said the Red Queen: 
“when you’ve once said a thing, that fixes it, and 
you must take the consequences.” 

“Which reminds me ” the White Queen said, 
looking down and nervously clasping and unclasping 
her hands, ‘‘we had such a thunderstorm last Tuesday 
—I mean one of the last sect of Tuesdays, you know.” 

“In our country,” Alice remarked, “‘there’s only one 
day at a time.” 

The Red Queen said, “That’s a poor thin way of 
doing things. Now here, we mostly have days and 
nights two or three at a time, and sometimes in the 
winter we take as many as five nights together—for 
warmth, you know.” 

“Are five nights warmer than one night, then?” 
Alice ventured to ask. 

‘Five times as warm, of course.’’ 

“But they should be five times as cold, by the same 
rule a 

“Just sol” cried the Red Queen. “Five times as 
warm, and five times as cold—just as I’m five times 
as rich as you are, and five times as clever!” 

Alice sighed and gave it up. “It’s exactly like a 
riddle with no answer!”’ she thought. 

“Humpty Dumpty sawit too,” the White Queen went 
on in a low voice, more as if she were talking to herself. 
“He came to the door with a corkscrew in his hand fi 

“What for?”’ said the Red Queen. 

“He said he would come in,’’ the White Queen went 
on, “because he was looking for a hippopotamus. 
Now, as it happened, there wasn’t such a thing in the 
house, that morning.” 

“Ts there generally?’’ Alice asked in an astonished 
tone. 

“Well, only on Thursdays,” said the Queen. 
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“I know what he came for,” said Alice: “he wanted 
to punish the fish, because af 

Here the White Queen began again. “It was such 
a thunderstorm, you can’t think!” (“She never could, 
you know,” said the Red Queen.) ‘And part of the 
roof came off, and ever so much thunder got in—and 
it went rolling round the room in great lumps—and_ 
knocking over the tables and things—till I was so: 
frightened, I couldn’t remember my own name!”’ 

Alice thought to herself, “I never should ¢ry to 
remember my name in the middle of an accident! 
Where would be the use of it?” But she did not say. 
this aloud for fear of hurting the poor Queen’s feelings, 

“Your Majesty must excuse her,” the Red Queen 
said to Alice, taking one of the White Queen’s hands in 

wher own, and gently stroeking it: “she means well, but 
she can’t help saying foolish things, as a general rule.”’ 

The White Queen looked timidly at Alice, who felt 
she ought to say something kind, but really couldn’t 
think of anything. 

“She never was really well brought up,” the Red 
Queen went on: “but it’s amazing how good-tempered 
she is! Pat her on the head, and see how pleased she’ll 
be!” But this was more than Alice had courage to do. 

“A little kindness—and putting her hair in papers— 
wouid do wonders with her i 

The White Queen gave a deep sigh, and laid her head 
on Alice’s shoulder. ‘I am so sleepy!” she moaned. | 

“She’s tired, poor thing!” said the Red Queen. 
“Smooth her hair—lend her your nightcap—and sing 
her a soothing lullaby.” 

“T haven’t got a nightcap with me,” said Alice, as 
she tried to obey the first direction: “and I don’t know 
any soothing lullabies.” 

“T must do it myself, then,’ said the Red Queen, 
and she began: 


“Hush-a-by lady, in Alice’s lap! 
Lill the feast’s ready, we’ve time for a nap: 
When the feast’s over, we’ll go to the ball— 
Red Queen, and White Queen, and Alice, and all! 


A.W.—H 
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“And now you know the words,” she added, as she 
put her head down on Alice’s other shoulder, “just 
sing it through to me. I’m getting sleepy too.” In 
another moment both Queens were fast asleep, and 
snoring loud. 

“What am I to do?” exclaimed Alice, looking about 
in great perplexity, as first one round head, and then 
the other, rolled down from her shoulder, and lay 
like a heavy lump in her lap. “I don’t think it ever 
happened before, that any one had to take care of two 
Queens asleep at once! No, not in all the History of 
England—it couldn’t, you know, because there never 
was more than one Queen at a time. Do wake up, 
you heavy things!’’ she went on in an impatient tone; 
but there was no answer but a gentle snoring. 

The snoring got more distinct every minute, and 
sounded more like a tune: at last she could even make 
out words, and she listened so eagerly that, when the 
two great heads suddenly vanished from her lap, she 
hardly missed them. 

She was standing before an arched doorway, over 
which ,were the words QUEEN ALICE in large letters, 
and on each side of it there was a bell-handle; one 
marked ‘Visitors’ Bell,’ and the other “ Servants’; 
Bell.” 7 

“ll wait till the song’s over,’’ thought Alice, “‘and 
then I’ll ring the—the—which bell must I ring?” she 
went on, very much puzzled by the names. “I’m not! 
a visitor, and I’m not a servant. There ought to be 
one marked ‘Queen,’ you know he 

Just then the door opened a little way, and a creature 
with a long beak put its head out for a moment and 
said, ““No admittance till the week after next!”’ and 
shut the door again with a bang. 

Alice knocked and rang in vain for a long time, but 
at last a very old Frog, who was sitting under a tree, 
got up and: hebbled slowly towards her: he was dressed 
in bright yellow, and had enormous boots on. . 

“What is it, now?” the Frog said in a deep, hoarse 
whisper. 

Alice turned round, ready to find fault with anybody. 
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“Where’s the servant whose business it is to answer 
the door?” she began. 
“Which door?” said the Frog. 
Alice almost stamped with irritation at the slow 
drawl in which he spoke. ‘This door, of course!”’ 
The Frog looked at the door with his large dull eyes 
for a minute: then he went nearer and rubbed it with 
his thumb, as if he were trying whether the paint would 
| come off; then he looked at Alice. 
| “To answer the door?” he said. ‘‘ What's it been 
asking of?” He was so hoarse that Alice could scarcely 
hear him. 

“I don’t know what you mean,” she said. 

“TIT speaks English, doesn’t 1?” the Frog went on. 
“Or are you deaf? What did it ask you?” 

“Nothing!’”? Alice said impatiently. “I’ve been 
knocking at it!” 

“Shouldn’t do that—shouldn’t do that,” the Frog 
muttered. “‘Wexes it, you know.” Then he went up 
and gave the door a kick with one of his great feet. 
“You let it alone,’’ he panted out, as he hobbled back 
to his tree, “‘and it’ll let you alone, you know.’’ 

At this moment the door was flung open, and a shrill 
Voice was heard singing: 


“To the Looking-glass world it was Alice that said, 
‘I’ve a sceptre in hand, I’ve a crown on my head ; 
Let the Looking-glass creatures, whatever they be, 
Come and dine with the Red Queen, the While Queen, 

and me!’’’ 


And hundreds of voices joined in the chorus: 


Then fill up the glasses as quick as you can 

And sprinkle the table with buttons and bran: 

Put cats in the coffee, and mice in the tea— 

And welcome Queen Alice with thirty-times-three !”’ 


Then followed a confused noise of cheering, and Alice 
thought to herself, “Thirty times three makes ninety. 
I wonder if anyone’s counting?’’ Ina minute there was 
silence again, and the same shrill voice sang another verse: 
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*“*O Looking-glass creatures,’ quoth Alice, ‘draw near! 
*Tis an honour to see me, a favour to hear: 
’Tis a privilege high to have dinner and tea 
Along with the Red Queen, the White Queen, and 
mel 298 


Then came the chorus again: 


“ Then fill up the glasses with treacle and ink, 
Or anything else that is pleasant to drink ; 
Miz sand with the cider, and wool with the wine— 
And welcome Queen Alice with ninety-times-nine!”’ 


‘‘Ninety times nine!” Alice repeated in despair. 
‘*Oh, that’ll never be done! I’d better go in at once—” 
and in she went, and there was a dead silence the moment 
she appeared. 

Alice glanced nervously along the table, as she walked 
up the large hall, and noticed that there were about fifty 
guests, of all kinds: some were animals, some birds, and 
there were even a few flowers among them. “I’m glad 
they’ve come without waiting to be asked,” she thought: 
“‘T should never have known who were the right people 
to invite!” 

There were three chairs at the head of the table; the 
Red and White Queens had taken two of them, but the 
middle one was empty. Alice sat down, rather uncom- 
fortable at the silence, and longing for someone to speak. 

At last the Red Queen began. ‘‘ You’ve missed the 
soup and fish,” she said. “Put on the joint!” And 
the waiters set a leg of mutton before Alice, who looked 
at it rather anxiously, as she had never had to carve 
one before. 

“You look a little shy; let me introduce you to that 
leg of mutton,” said the Red Queen. ‘‘ Alice—Mutton; 
Mutton—Alice.” The leg of mutton got up in the dish 
and made a little bow to Alice; and she returned the 
bow, not knowing whether to be frightened or amused. 

““May I give you a slice?” she said, taking up the 
knife and fork, and looking from one Queen to the other. 

“Certainly not,” the Red Queen said, very decidedly: 
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“it isn’t etiquette to cut anyone you’ve been introduced 
to. Remove the joint!” And the waiters carried it 
off, and brought a large plum-pudding in its place. 

“TI won’t be introduced to the pudding, please,” 
Alice said rather hastily, “or we shall get no dinner 
at all. May I give you some?” 

But the Red Queen looked sulky, and growled, 
““Pudding—Alice; Alice—Pudding. Remove the pud- 
ding!’’ and the waiters took it away before Alice could 
return its bow. 

However, she didn’t see why the Red Queen should 
be the only one to give orders, so, as an experiment, 
she called out, ‘‘ Waiter! Bring back the pudding!” 
and there it was again in a moment, like a conjuring 
trick. It was so large that she couldn’t help feeling a 
little shy with it, as she had been with the mutton; 
however, she conquered her shyness by a great effort, 
and handed a slice to the Red Queen. 

“What impertinence!” said the Pudding. “I 
wonder how you'd like it, if I were to cut a slice out of 
you, you creature!” 

Alice could only look at it and gasp. 

“Make a remark,” said the Red Queen: “‘it’s ridicu- 
lous to leave all the conversation to the pudding!” 

“Do you know, I’ve had such a quantity of poetry 
repeated to me to-day,”’ Alice began, a little frightened 
at finding that, the moment she opened her lips, there 
was dead silence, and all eyes were fixed upon her; 
‘“‘and it’s a very curious thing, I think—every poem 
was about fishes in some way. Do you know why 
they’re so fond of fishes, all about here?” 

She spoke to the Red Queen, whose answer was a 
little wide of the mark. ‘As to fishes,” she said, very 
slowly and solemnly, putting her mouth close to Alice’s 
ear, “her White Majesty knows a lovely riddle—all in 
poetry—all about fishes. Shall she repeat it?”’ 

“Her Red Majesty’s very kind to mention it,” the 
White Queen murmured into Alice’s other ear, in a 
voice like the cooing of a pigeon. “It would be such 
atreat! May I?” 

“Please do,’”’ Alice said very politely. 
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The White Queen laughed with delight, and stroked 
Alice’s cheek. Then she began: 


“* First the fish must be caught.’ 

That is easy: a baby, I think, could have caught it. 
‘Next, the fish must be bought.’ 

That is easy: a penny, I think, would have bought it. 


““* Now cook me the fish!’ 

That is easy, and will not take more than a minute. 
‘Let it lie ina dish!’ 

That is easy, because it already is in it. 


““* Bring it here! Let me sup!’ 

It is easy to set such a dish on the table. 
‘Take the dish-cover up !’ 

Ah, that is so hard that I fear I’m unable! 


“For it holds it like glue-—-—— 

Holds the tid to the dish, while it lies in the middle: 
Which is easiest to do, 

Un-dish-cover the fish, or dishcover the riddle ?’’ . 


“Take a minute to think about.it, and then guess,” 
said the Red Queen. ‘‘Meanwhile, we’ll drink your 
health—Queen Alice’s health!’”? she screamed at the 
top of her voice, and all the guests began drinking it 
directly, and very queerly they managed it: some of 
them put their glasses upon their heads like extinguishers, 
and drank all that trickled down their faces—others 
upset the decanters, and drank the wine as it ran off 
the edges of the table—and three of them (who looked 
like kangaroos) scrambled into the dish of roast mutton, 
and began to lap up the gravy, “just like pigs in a 
trough!”’ thought Alice. 

“You ought to return thanks in a neat speech,”’ the 
Red Queen said, frowning at Alice as she spoke. 

“We must support you, you know,” the White Queen 
whispered, as Alice got up to do it, very obediently, but 
a little frightened. 

“Thank you very much,” she whispered in reply, 
“but I can do quite well without.” 
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“That wouldn’t be at all the thing,”’ the Red Queen 
said very decidedly: so Alice tried to submit to it with 
‘a good grace. 

(‘And they did push so!” she said afterwards, when 
‘she was telling her sister the history of the feast. “‘ You 
would have thought they wanted to squeeze me flat!”’) 

In fact it was rather difficult for her to keep in her 
place while she made her speech: the two Queens pushed 
her so, one on each side, that they nearly lifted her up 
into the air: ‘‘I rise to return thanks ”” Alice began: 
and she really did rise as she spoke, several inches; but 
she got hold of the edge of the table, and managed to 
pull herself down again. 

“‘Take care of yourself!’’ screamed the White Queen, 
seizing Alice’s hair with both her hands. ‘‘Something’s 
going to happen!”’ 

And then (as Alice afterwards described it) all sorts 
of things happened in a moment. The candles all grew 
up to the ceiling, looking something like a bed of rushes 
with fireworks at the top. As to the bottles, they each 
took a pair of plates, which they hastily fitted on as 
wings, and so, with forks for legs, went fluttering about: 
“‘and very like birds they look,”’ Alice thought to herself, 
as well as she could in the dreadful confusion that was 
beginning. 

At this moment she heard a hoarse laugh at her side, 
and turned to see what was the matter with the White 
Queen; but, instead of the Queen, there was the leg of 
mutton sitting in the chair. “Here I am!” cried a 
voice from the soup-tureen, and Alice turned again, 
just in time to see the Queen’s broad, good-natured 
face grinning at her for a moment over the edge of the 
tureen, before she disappeared into the soup. 

There was not a moment to be lost. Already several 
of the guests were lying down in the dishes, and the 
soup-ladle was walking up the table to Alice, and 
signing to her to get out of the way. 

“JT can’t stand this any longer!’’ she cried, as she 
seized the table-cloth with both hands: one good pull, 
and plates, dishes, guests, and candles came crashing 
down together in a heap on the floor. 
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All sorts of things happened in a moment 
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“And as for you,” she went on, turning fiercely upon 
the Red Queen, whom she considered as the cause of 
all the mischief—but the Queen was no longer at her 
side—she had suddenly dwindled down to the size of a 
little doll, and was now on the table, merrily running 
round and round after her own shawl, which was 
trailing behind her. 

At any other time, Alice would have felt surprised 
at this, but she was far too much excited to be surprised 
at anything now. “As for you,’ she repeated, catching 
hold of the little creature in the very act of jumping 
over a bottle which had just lighted upon the table, 
“Tl shake you into a kitten, that I will!” 


A.W.—H?* 


CHAPTER X 
SHAKING 


SHE took her off the table as she spoke, and shook her 
backwards and forwards with all her might. 

The Red Queen made no resistance whatever; only 
her face grew very small, and her eyes got large and 
green: and still, as Alice went on shaking her, she kept 
on growing shorter—and fatter—and softer—and 
rounder—and 
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CHAPTER XI 
WAKING 


and it really was a kitten, after all. 


wo 
bo 
©: 
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CHAPTER XII 
WHICH DREAMED IT? 


*“Your Red Majesty shouldn’t purr so loud,” Alice 
said, rubbing her eyes, and addressing the kitten 
respectfully, yet with some severity. ‘‘ You woke me 
out of—oh! such a nice dream! And you’ve been 
along with me, Kitty—all through the Looking-glass 
world. Did you know it, dear?” 

It is a very inconvenient habit of kittens (Alice had 
once made the remark) ‘that, whatever you say to 
them, they always purr. “If they would only purr 
for ‘yes,’ and mew for ‘no,’ or any rule of that sort,” 
she had said, “‘so that one could keep up a conversation! 
But how can you talk with a person if they always say 
the same thing?” 

On this occasion the kitten only purred: and it was 
impossible to guess whether it meant “yes” or “no.” 

So Alice hunted among the chessmen on the table till 
she had found the Red Queen: then she went down on 
her knees on the hearthrug, and put the kitten and the 
Queen to look at each other. “Now, Kitty!” she cried, 
clapping her hands triumphantly. ‘“ You’ve got to 
confess that that was what you turned into!”’ 

(“But it wouldn’t look at it,’’ she said, when she was 
explaining the thing afterwards to her sister: “it turned 
away its head, and pretended not to see it: but it looked 
a little ashamed of itself, so I think it must have been the 
Red Queen.’’) 

“Sit up a little more stiffly, dear!’”’ Alice cried with a 
merry laugh. “And curtsey while you’re thinking what 
to—what to purr. It savestime,remember!’? And she 
caught it up in her arms, and gave it one little kiss, “just 
in honour of it having been a Red Queen, you know!” 
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“Snowdrop, my pet!”’ she went on, looking over her 
shoulder at the White Kitten, which was still patiently 
undergoing its toilet, ‘when will Dinah have finished 
with your White Majesty, I wonder? That must be 
the reason you were so untidy in my dream.—Dinah! 
Do you know that you’re scrubbing a White Queen? 
Really, it’s most disrespectful of you, and I’m quite 
surprised at you!”’ 

“And what did Dinah turn to, I wonder?” she 
prattled on, as she settled comfortably down, with one 
elbow on the rug, and her chin in her hand, te watch 
the kittens. ‘‘Tell me, Dinah, did you turn to Humpty 
Dumpty? I think you did—however, you'd better 
not mention it to your friends just yet, for I’m not sure. 

““By the way, Kitty, if only you’d been really with 
me in my dream, there was one thing you would have 
enjoyed—I had such a quantity of poetry said to me, 
all about fishes! To-morrow morning you shall have 
areal treat. All the time you’re eating your breakfast, 
I’ll repeat ‘The Walrus and the Carpenter’ to you; and 
then you can make believe it’s oysters, my dear! 

‘‘Now, Kitty, let’s consider who it was that dreamed 
it all. This is a serious question, my dear, and you 
should nof go on licking your paw like that—as if 
Dinah hadn’t washed you this morning! You see, 
Kitty, it must have been either me or the Red King. 
He was part of my dream, of course—but then I was 
part of his dream, too! Was it the Red King, Kitty? 
You were his wife, my dear, so you ought to know— 
Oh, Kitty, do help to settle it! I’m sure your paw can 
wait!” But the provoking kitten only began on the 
other paw, and pretended it hadn’t heard the question. 

Which do you think it was? 
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INTRODUCTION 


Tuts is definitely a story for Christmas—there is an 
atmosphere of pantomime and family charades about it. 
It is not, however, a modern pantomime, but the kind 
that is almost non-existent nowadays, a pantomime 
really written for children, with few grown-up jokes and 
lots of magic and transformation scenes culminating in 
a grand Harlequinade at the end. 

Thackeray wrote only a very little for children, and 
of that “The Rose and the Ring” is by far the best. It 
has just that “tuppence-coloured” simplicity of style 
that appeals to every child who likes to dip into the 
musty pages of early numbers of Punch or the illustrated 
Annuals and Keepsakes of Grandmother’s youth. 

Everything about it is broad and direct. Its humour 
is of the simple, slap-stick variety; and incident is piled 
on incident Jike a tower of cards until the precarious 
edifice tumbles down in a gust of laughter. 

Thackeray had intended to become an artist. He 
had even, in 1834, settled in Paris to study; but although 
he always retained his gifts as a caricaturist, he found 
that it was impossible for him to live by illustration. It 
is said that he repeatedly offered his services to Dickens 
as an illustrator, and as a result of the latter’s persistent 
refusal to employ him, he turned his attention to writing, 
and contributed some of his earliest work to Fraser’s 
Magazine, then in its youth. 
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“The Rose and the Ring” itself grew out of a series 
of comic sketches (some of which are reproduced here)» 
that were done to amuse some little friends. We must 
think of it, therefore, as a kind of entertainment created 
for a toy theatre, painted gaudily by inexpert but 
enthusiastic hands and illuminated by candles left over 
from a Christmas tree. 

This way to Mr. Thackeray’s Nursery Drama! The 
curtain is just going up to a fanfare on tin trumpets. 
See! Here are the Royal Family seated at breakfast, 
eating dozens of boiled eggs.... The Pantomime 
has begun! 
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PRELUDE 


Ir happened that the undersigned spent the last 
Christmas season in a foreign city where there were 
many English children. : 

In that city, if you wanted to give a child’s party, 
you could not even get a magic-lantern or buy Twelfth- 
Night characters—those funny painted pictures of the 
King, the Queen, the Lover, the Lady, the Dandy, the 
Captain, and so on—with which our young ones are 
wont to recreate themselves at this festive time. 

My friend Miss Bunch, who was governess of a large 
family that lived in the Piano Nobile of the house 
inhabited by myself and my young charges (it was the 
Palazzo Poniatowski at Rome, and Messrs Spillman, 
two of the best pastry-cooks in Christendom, have their 
shop on the ground-floor): Miss Bunch, I say, begged 
me to draw a set of Twelfth-Night characters for the 
amusement of our young people. 

She is a lady of great fancy and droll imagination, 
and having looked at the characters, she and I com- 
posed a history about them, which was recited to the 
little folks at night, and served as our FIRE-sIDE 
PANTOMIME. 

Our juvenile audience was amused by the adventures 
of Giglio and Bulbo, Rosalba and Angelica. I am 
bound to say the fate of the hall porter created a 
considerable sensation; and the wrath of Countess 
Gruffanuff was received with extreme pleasure. 

If these children are pleased, thought I, why should 
not others be amused also? In a few days Dr. Birch’s 
young friends will be expected to re-assemble at 
Rodwell Regis, where they will learn everything that 
is useful, and under the eyes of careful ushers continue 
the business of their little lives. 
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But, in the meanwhile and for a brief holiday, let 
us laugh and be as pleasant as we can. And you elder 
folks—a little joking and dancing and fooling will 
do even you no harm. The author wishes you a 
merry Christmas and welcomes you to the Fireside 
Pantomime. 


M. A. TITMARSH. 
December, 1854. 


THE ROSE AND THE RING 


I 


SHOWS HOW THE ROYAL FAMILY SAT DOWN TO 
BREAKFAST 


TuIs is Valoroso XXIV, King of Paflagonia, seated 
with his Queen and only child at their royal breakfast- 
table, and receiving the letter which announces to 


his Majesty a proposed visit from Prince Bulbo, heir 
of Padella, reigning King of Crim Tartary. Remark 
the delight upon the monarch’s royal features. He 
is so absorbed in the perusal of the King of Crim 
Tartary’s letter, that he allows his eggs to get cold, 
and leaves his august muffins untasted. 
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“What! that wicked, brave, delightful Prince 
Bulbo!” cries Princess Angelica; ‘‘so handsome, so 
accomplished, so witty—the conqueror of Rimbomba- 
mento, where he slew ten thousand giants!” 

“‘Who told you of him, my dear?” asks his Majesty. 

**A little bird,” says Angelica. 

“Poor Giglio!” says mamma, pouring out the tea. 

“Bother Giglio!’ cries Angelica, tossing up her 
head, which rustles with a thousand curl-papers. 

“T wish,” growls the King—“ I wish Giglio was 

““Was better? Yes, dear, he is better,” says the 
Queen. ‘‘Angelica’s little maid, Betsinda, told me so 
when she came to my room this morning with my 
early tea.” 

“You are always drinking tea,” said the monarch, 
with a scowl. 

“Tt is better than drinking port or brandy and 
water,” replies her Majesty. ‘ 

“Well well, my dear, I only said you were fond of 
drinking tea,” said the King of Paflagonia, with an 
effort as if to command his temper. “Angelica! I 
hope you have plenty of new dresses;, your milliner’s 
bills are long enough. My dear Queen, you must see 
and have some parties. I prefer dinners, but of course 
you will be for balls. Your everlasting blue velvet 
quite tires me: and, my love, I should like you to 
have a new necklace. Order one. Not more than a 
hundred or a hundred and fifty thousand pounds.” 

“And Giglio, dear?” says the Queen. 

““GIGLIO MAY GO TO THE os 

“Oh, sir!” screams her Majesty. “‘ Yourown nephew! 
our late King’s only son.” 

“Giglio may go to the tailor’s, and order the bills 
to be sent in to Glumboso to pay. Confound him! 
I mean bless his dear heart. He need want for nothing; 
give him a couple of guineas for pocket money, my 
dear: and you may as well order yourself bracelets 
while you are about the necklace, Mrs. V.” 

Her Majesty, or Mrs. V., as the monarch facetiously 
called her (for even royalty will have its sport, and 
this august family were very much attached), embraced 
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her husband, and, twining her arm round her daughter’s 
waist, they quitted the breakfast-room in order to 
make all things ready for the princely stranger. 

When they were gone, the smile that had lighted up 
the eyes of the husband and father fled—the pride of the 
King fled—the Man was alone. Had I the pen of a 
G. P. R. James, I would describe Valoroso’s torments 
in the choicest language; in which I would also depict 
his flashing eye, his distended nostril—his dressing- 
gown, pocket-handkerchief, and boots. But I need 
not say that I have not the pen of that novelist; suffice it 
to say, Valoroso was alone. 

He rushed to the cupboard, seizing from the table 
one of the many egg-cups with which his princely 
board was served for the matin meal, drew out a 
bottle of right Nantz or Cognac, filled and emptied 
the cup several times, and laid it down with a hoarse 
“Ha, ha, ha! now Valoroso is a man again.” 

‘But oh!” he went on (still sipping, Iam sorry to say), 
*‘ere Iwas a king, I needed not this intoxicating draught; 
once I detested the hot brandy-wine, and quaffed no 
other fount but Nature’s rill. It dashes not more 
quickly o’er the rocks than I did, as with blunderbuss 
in hand I brushed away the early morning dew, and 
shot the partridge, snipe, or antlered deer! Ah! well 
may England’s dramatist remark; ‘Uneasy lies the 
head that wears a crown!’ Why did I steal my 
nephew’s, my young Giglio’s 2? Steal! said I? 
no, no, no, not steal, not steal. Let me withdraw that 
odious expression. I took, and on my manly head I 
set, the royal crown of Paflagonia; I took, and with 
my royal arm I wield, the sceptral rod of Paflagonia; 
I took, and in my outstretched hand I hold, the royal 
orb of Paflagonia! Could a poor boy, a snivelling, 
drivelling boy—was in his nurse’s arms but yesterday, 
and cried for sugar-plums and puled for pap—bear up 
the awful weight of crown, orb, sceptre? gird on the 
sword my royal fathers wore, and meet in fight the 
tough Crimean foe?” 

And then the monarch went on to argue in his own 
mind (though we need not say that blank verse is not 
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argument) that what he had got it was his duty to 
keep, and that, if at one time he had entertained 
ideas of a certain restitution, which shall be nameless, 
the prospect by a certain marriage of uniting two crowns 
and two nations which had been engaged in bloody and 
expensive wars, as the Paflagonians and the Crimeans, 
had been, put the idea of Giglio’s restoration to the 
throne out of the question: nay, were his own brother, 
King Savio alive, he would certainly will away the 
crown from his own son in order to bring about such a 
desirable union. 

Thus easily do we deceive ourselves! Thus do we 
fancy what we wish is right! ‘The King took courage, 
read the papers, finished his muffins and eggs, and rang 
the bell for his prime minister. The Queen, after 
thinking whether she should go up and see Giglio, 
who had been sick, thought, “Not_now. Business 
first; pleasure afterwards. I will go and see dear 
Giglio this afternoon; and now I will drive to the 
jeweller’s, to look for the necklace and bracelets.’’ 
The Princess went up into her own room and made 
Betsinda, her maid, bring out all her dresses; and, 
as for Giglio, they forgot him as much as I forget what 
I had for dinner last Tuesday twelvemonth. 


Il 
HOW KING VALOROSO GOT THE CROWN, AND PRINCE 
GIGLIO WENT WITHOUT 


PAFLAGONIA, ten or twenty thousand years ago, 
appears to have been one of those kingdoms where 
the laws of succession 
were not settled; for 
when King Savio died, 
leaving his brother re- 
gent of the kingdom and 
guardian of Savio’s 
orphan infant, this un- 
faithful regent took no 
sort of regard of the late 
monarch’s will; had 
himself proclaimed 
sovereign of Paflagonia 
under the title of King 
Valoroso XXIV, had a 
most splendid corona- 
tion, and ordered all the 
nobles of the kingdom 
to pay him homage. So 
long as Valoroso gave 
them plenty of balls at 
Court, plenty of money 
and lucrative places, the 
Paflagonian nobility did 
not care who was king; 
and, as for the people, 
in those early times they 
were equally indifferent. The Prince Giglio, by reason 
‘of his tender age at his royal father’s death, did not 
‘feel the loss of his crown and empire. As long as he 
had plenty of toys and sweetmeats, a holiday five 
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times a week, and a horse and gun to go out shooting 
when he grew a little older, and, above all, the company 
of his darling cousin, the King’s only child, poor Giglio 
was perfectly contented; nor did he envy his uncle 
the royal robes and sceptre, the great hot uncomfortable 
throne of state, and the enormous cumbersome crown 
in which that monarch 
appeared from morning 
till night. King Valo- 
roso’s portrait has been 
left to us; and I think 
you will agree with me 
that he must have been 
sometimes rather tired 
of his velvet and his 
diamonds, and his er- 
mine and his grandeur. 
I shouldn’t like to sit in 
that stifling robe, with 
such a thing as that on 
my head. 

No doubt the Queen 
must have been loveiy 
in her youth; for though 
she grew rather stout in 
after life, yet her fea- 
tures, as shown in her 
portrait, are certainly 
pleasing. If she was 
fond of flattery, scandal, 

ards and fine clothes, 
let us deal gently with her infirmities: which, after all, 
may be no greater than our own. She was kind to her 
nephew; and if she had any scruples of conscience about 
her husband taking the young Prince’s crown, consoled 
herself by thinking that the King, though a usurper,' 
was a most respectable man, and that at his death 
Prince Giglio would be restored to his throne and sane 
it with his cousin, whom he loved so fondly. 

The Prime Minister was Glumboso, an old FO 
who most cheerfully swore fidelity to King Valoroso,' 
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and in whose hands the monarch left all the affairs of 
his kingdom. All Valoroso wanted was plenty of money, 
plenty of hunting, plenty of flattery, and as little 
trouble as possible. As long as he had his sport, this 
monarch cared little how his people paid for it: he 
engaged in some wars, and of course the Paflagonian 
newspapers announced that he gained prodigious 
victories: he had statues erected to himself in every 
city of the empire; and of course his pictures placed 
everywhere, and in all the print-shops: he was Valoroso 
the Magnanimous, Valoroso the Victorious, Valoroso 
the Great, and so forth; for even in these early times 
courtiers and people knew how to flatter. 

This royal pair had one only child, the Princess 
Angelica, who, you may be sure, was a paragon in the 
courtiers’ eyes, in her parents’, and in her own. It 
was said she had the longest hair, the largest eyes, the 
slimmest waist, the smallest foot, and the most lovely 
complexion of any young lady in the Paflagonian 
dominions. Her accomplishments were announced 
to be even superior to her duty; and governesses used 
to shame their idle pupils by telling them what Princess 
Angelica could do. She could play the most difficult 
pieces of music at sight. She could answer any one 
of ““Mangnall’s Questions.” She knew every date in 
the history of Paflagonia, and every other country. 
She knew French, English, Italian, German, Spanish, 
Hebrew, Greek, Latin, Cappadocian, Samothraeian, 
/Egean, and Crim Tartar. In a word, she was a most 
accomplished young creature; and her governess and 
lady-in-waiting was the severe Countess Gruffanuft. 

Would you not fancy from this picture that 
Gruffanuff must have been a person of the highest 
birth? She looks so haughty that I should have 
thought her a princess at the very least, with a pedigree 
reaching as far back as the Deluge. But this lady 
was no better born than many other ladies who give 
themselves airs; and all sensible people laughed at 
her absurd pretensions. The fact is, she had been 
maid-servant to the Queen when her Majesty was only 
Princess, and her husband had been head footman; but 
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after his death, or disappearance, of which you shall 
hear presently, this Mrs. Gruffanuff, by flattering, 
toadying and wheedling her royal mistress, became 
a favourite with the Queen (who was rather a weak 
woman), and her Majesty gave her a title, and 
made her nursery governess to the Princess. 

And now I must tell 
you about the Princess’s 
learning and accomplish- 
ments, for which she had 
such a wonderful charac- 
ter. Clever Angelica cer- 
tainly was, but as idle as 
possible. Play at sight, 
indeed! she could play one 
or two pieces, and pretend 
that she had never seen 
them before; she could 
answer half a dozen 
“Mangnall’s Questions”; 
but then you must take 
care to ask the right ones. 
As for her languages, she 
had masters in plenty, 
but I doubt whether she 
knew more than a few 
phrases in each, for all 
her pretence; and as for 
her embroidery and her 
drawing, she showed beautiful specimens, it is true, but 
who did them? 

This obliges me to tell the truth, and to do so, I must 
go back ever so far, and tell you about the Farry 
BLACKSTICK. 


IIf 


TELLS WHO THE FAIRY BLACKSTICK WAS, AND WHO 
WERE EVER SO MANY GRAND PERSONAGES BESIDES 


BETWEEN the kingdoms of Paflagonia and Crim Tartary 
there lived a mysterious personage who was known in 
those countries as the Fairy Blackstick, from the ebony 
wand or crutch which she carried: on which she rode 
to the moon sometimes, or upon other excursions of 
business or pleasure, and with which she performed 
her wonders. 

When she was young and had been first taught the 
art of conjuring by the necromancer, her father, she 
was always practising her skill, whizzing about from 
one kingdom to another upon her black stick, and 
conferring her fairy favours upon this prince or that. 
She had scores of royal godchildren; turned numberless 
wicked people into beasts, birds, millstones, clocks, 
pumps, bootjacks, umbrellas, or other absurd shapes; 
and, in a word, was one of the most active and officious 
of the whole college of fairies. 

But after two or three thousand years of this sport 
I suppose Blackstick grew tired of it. Or perhaps 
she thought: ‘“‘What good am I doing by sending this 
princess to sleep for a hundred years? by fixing a 
black pudding on to that booby’s nose? by causing 
diamonds and pearls to drop from one little girl’s 
mouth, and vipers and toads from another’s? I 
begin to think I do as much harm as good by my 
performances. I might as well shut my incantations 
up and allow things to take their natural course. 

“There were my two young goddaughters, King 
Savio’s wife and Duke Padella’s wife: I gave them 
each a present, which was to render them charming in 
the eyes of their husbands, and secure the affection of 
those gentlemen as long as they lived. What good 
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did my Rose and my Ring do these two women? None 
on earth. From having all their whims indulged by 
their husbands they became capricious, lazy, ill- 
humoured, absurdly vain, and leered and languished, 
and fancied themselves irresistibly beautiful when 
they were really quite oid and hideous, the ridiculous 
creatures! They used actually to patronise me when 
I went to pay them a visit—me, the Fairy Blackstick, 
who knows all the wisdom of the necromancers, and 
who could have turned: them into baboons, and all 
their diamonds into strings of onions by a single wave 
of my rod!” So she locked up her books in her cup- 
board, declined further magical performances, and 
scarcely used her wand at all except as a cane to walk 
about with. 

So when Duke Padella’s lady had a little son (the 
Duke was at that time only one of the principal 
neblemen in Crim Tartary), Blackstick, although 
invited to the christening, would not so much as attend; 
but merely sent her compliments and a silver papboat 
for the baby, which was really not worth a couple of 
guineas. About the same time the Queen of Pafla- 
gonia presented his Majesty with a son and heir; 
and guns were fired, the capital illuminated, and no 
end of feasts ordained to celebrate the young prince’s 
birth. It was thought the fairy, who was asked to 
be his godmother, would at least have presented him 
with an invisible jacket, a flying horse, a Fortunatus’s 
purse, or some other valuable token of her favour; 
but instead, Blackstick went up to the cradle of the 
child Giglio, when everybody was admiring him and 
complimenting his royal papa and mamma, and said: 
“My poor child, the best thing I can send you is a 
little misfortune’’; and this was all she would utter, 
to the disgust of Giglio’s parents, who died very soon 
after—when Giglio’s uncle took the throne, as we read 
in Chapter I. 

In like manner, when CavoLFiore, King of Crim 
Tartary, had a christening of his only child, RosauBa, 
the Fairy Blackstick, who had been invited was not 
more gracious than in Prince Giglio’s case. Whilst 
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everybody was expatiating over the beauty of the 
darling child and congratulating its parents, the Fairy 
Blackstick looked very sadly at the baby and its mother 
and said: “My good woman”—(for the Fairy was very 
familiar, and no more minded a Queen than a washer- 
woman)—“‘my good woman, these people who are 
following you will be the first to turn against you; and, 
as for this little lady, the best thing I can wish her is a 
little misfortune.’ So she touched Rosalba with her black 
wand, looked severely at the courtiers, motioned the 
Queen an adieu with her hand, and sailed slowly up 
into the air out of window. 

When she was gone, the Court people, who had 
been awed and silent in her presence, began to speak. 
“What an odious Fairy she is,” they said; “a pretty 
fairy, indeed! Why, she went to the King of Pafla- 
gonia’s christening, and pretended to do all sorts of 
things for that family, and what has happened? the 
Prince her godson has been turned off his throne by 
his uncle. Would we allow our sweet Princess to be 
deprived of her rights by any enemy? Never, never, 
never, never!”’ 

And they all shouted in a chorus, ‘‘ Never, never, 
never, never!”’ 

Now, I should like to know how did these fine 
courtiers show their fidelity? One of King Cavolfiore’s 
vassals, the Duke Padella just mentioned, rebelled 
against the King, who went out to chastise his re- 
bellious subject. ‘Any one rebel against our beloved 
and august Monarch!’ cried the courtiers; “any one 
resist him! Pooh! He is invincible, irresistible. He 
will bring home Padella a prisoner, and tie him to a 
donkey’s tail, and drive him round the town, saying: 
‘This is the way the great Cavolfiore treats rebels.’ ’’ 

The King went forth to vanquish Padella, and the 
poor Queen, who was a very timid, anxious creature, 
grew so frightened and ii that I am sorry to say she 
died, leaving injunctions with her ladies to take care 
of the dear little Rosalba. Of course they said they 
would. Of course they vowed they would die rather 
than any harm should happen to the Princess. At 


22 THE ROSE AND THE RING 


first the Crim Tartar Court Journal stated that the 
King was obtaining great victories over the audacious 
rebel: then it was announced that the troops of the 
infamous Padella were in flight: then it was said that 
the royal army would soon come up with the enemy, 
and then—then the news came that King Cavolfiore 
was vanquished and slain by his Majesty, King Padella 
the First. 

At this news half the courtiers ran off to pay their 
duty to the conquering chief, and the other half ran 
away, laying hands on all the best articles in the 
palace; and poor little Rosalba was left there quite 
alone—quite alone: she toddled from one room to 
another crying: ‘‘Countess! Duchess!” (only she said 
“Tountess, Duttess,’” not being able to speak plain) 
“bring me my mutton-sop; my Royal Highness hungry! 
Tountess! Duttess!’’ And she went from the private 
apartments into the throne-room, and nobody was 
there; and thence into the ballroom, and nobody was 
there; and thence into the pages’ room, and nobody 
was there; and she toddled down the great staircase 
into the hall, and nobody was there; and the door 
was open, and she went into the court, and into the 
garden, and thence into the wilderness, and thence 
into the forest where the wild beasts live, and was 
never heard of any more! 


A piece of her torn mantle and one of her shoes 
were found in the wood in the mouths of two lioness’s 
cubs whom Kine PADELLA and a royal hunting-party 
shot—for he was King now, and reigned over Crim 
Tartary. ‘‘So the poor little Princess is done for,” 
said he. ‘“‘ Well, what’s done can’t be helped. Gentle- 
men, let us go to luncheon!” And one of the courtiers 
took up the shoe and put it in his pocket. And there 
was an end of Rosalba! 


IV 


HOW BLACKSTICK WAS NOT ASKED TO THE PRINCESS 
ANGELICA’S CHRISTENING 


WHEN the Princess Angelica was born her parents not 
only did not ask the Fairy Blackstick to the christening 
party, but gave orders to their porter, absolutely to 
refuse her if she called. The porter’s name was 
Gruffanuff, and he had been selected for the post by 
their Royal Highnesses because he was a very tall 
fierce man, who could say “‘Not at home” to a trades- 
man or an unwelcome visitor with a rudeness which 
frightened most such persons away. He was the 
husband of that Countess whose picture we have just 
seen, and as long as they were together they quarrelled 
from morning till night. Now this fellow tried his 
rudeness once too often, as you shall hear. For the 
Fairy Blackstick coming to call upon the Prince and 
Princess, who were actually sitting at the open 
drawing-room window, Gruffanuff not only denied 
them, but made the most odious vulgar sign as he was 
going to slam the door in the Fairy’s face! “Git away, 
hold Blackstick!” said he. ‘I tell you, Master and 
Missis ain’t at home to you”; and he was, as we have 
said, going to slam the door. 

But the Fairy, with her wand, prevented the door 
being shut; and Gruffanuff came out again in a fury, 
swearing in the most abominable way, and asking the 
Fairy “whether she thought he was a-going to stay at 
that there door hall day?” 

“You are going to stay at that door all day and 
all night, and for many a long year,” the Fairy said, 
very majestically; and Gruffanuff, coming out of the 
door, straddling before it with his great calves, burst 
out laughing, and cried, “Ha, ha, ha! this is a good ’un! 
Ha—ah—what’s this? Let me down—oh—o—h’m!”’ 
and then he was dumb! 

For, as the Fairy waved her wand over him, he felt 
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himself rising off the ground and fluttering up against 
the door, and then, as if a screw ran into his stomach, 
he felt a dreadful pain there, and was pinned to the 
door; and then his arms flew up over his head; and 
his legs, after writhing about wildly, twisted under his 
body; and he felt cold, cold growing over him, as if 
he was turning into metal; and he said, “Oh—o— 
h’m!” and could say no more, because he was dumb. 
He was turned into metal! He was from being 
brazen, brass! He was neither more nor less than a 
knocker! And there he was, nailed to the door in 
the blazing summer day, till he burned almost red 
hot; and there he was, nailed to the door all the bitter 
winter nights, till his brass nose was dropping with 
icicles. And the postman came and rapped at him, 
and the vulgarest boy with a letter came and hit him 
up against the door. And the King and Queen 
(Princess and Prince they were then) coming home 
from a walk that evening, the King said, ‘Hallo, my 
dear! you have had a new knocker put on the door. 
Why, its rather like our porter in the face! What 
has become of that boozy vagabond?” And the 
housemaid came and scrubbed his nose with sand- 
paper; and once, when the Princess Angelica’s little sister 
was born, he was tied up in an old kid-glove; and another 
night, some larking young men tried to wrench him off, 
and put him to the most excruciating agony with a turn- 
screw. And then the Queen had a fancy to have the 
colour of the door altered, and the painters dabbed him 
over the mouth and eyes, and nearly choked him, as 
they painted him pea-green. I warrant he had leisure 
to repent of having been rude to the Fairy Blackstick! 


As for his wife, she did not miss him; and as he 
was always guzzling beer at the ptblic-house, and 
notoriously quarrelling with his wife, and in debt to 
the tradesmen, it was supposed he had run away from 
all these evils, and emigrated to Australia or America. 
And when the Prince and Princess chose to become 
King and Queen, they left their old house, and nobody 
thought of the Porter any more. 


Vv 
HOW PRINCESS ANGELICA TOOK A LITTLE MAID 


ONE day, when the Princess Angelica was quite a little 
girl, she was walking in the garden of the palace, with 
Mrs. Gruffanuff, the governess, holding a parasol over 
her head, to keep her sweet complexion from the 
freckles, and Angelica was carrying a bun, to feed the 
swans and ducks in the royal pond. 

They had not reached the duck-pond when there 
came toddling up to them such a funny little giri. 
She had a great quantity of hair blowing about her 
chubby little cheeks, and looked as if she had not been 
washed and combed for ever so long. She wore a ragged 
bit of cloak, and had only one shoe on. 

“You little wretch, who let you in here?” asked 
Gruffanuff. 

“Dive me dat bun,”’ said the little girl; ‘““me vely 
hungry.” 

“Hungry! what is that?” asked the Princess 
Angelica, and gave the child the bun. 

“Oh, Princess!” says Gruffanuff, “how good, how 
kind, how truly angelical you are! See, your Majesties,” 
she said to the King and Queen, who now came up, 
along with their nephew, Prince Giglio, “how kind the 
Princess is! She met this little dirty wretch in the 
garden—I can’t tell how she came in here, or why 
the guards did not shoot her dead at the gate!—and 
the dear darling of a Princess has given her the whole 
of her bun!” 

“J didn’t want it,” said Angelica. 

“But you are a darling little angel all the same,” 
says the governess. 

“Yes, I know I am,” said Angelica. “Dirty little 
girl, don’t you think I am very pretty?” Indeed she 
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had on the finest of little dresses and hats; and, as her 
hair was carefully curled, she really looked very well. 

“Oh, pooty, pooty!” says the little girl, capering 
about, laughing and dancing, and munching her bun; 
and as she ate it, she began to sing, ““O what fun to 
have a plum bun! how I wis it never was done!” At 
which, and her funny accent, Angelica, Giglio, and 
the King and Queen began to laugh very merrily. 

“IT can dance as well as sing,” says the little girl. 
“TI can dance, and I can sing, and I can do all sorts of 
ting.” And she ran to a flower-bed, and pulling a few 
poltyanthus, rhododendrons, and other flowers, made 
herself a little wreath, and danced before the King and 
Queen so drolly and prettily, that everybody was 
delighted. 

“Who was your mother—who were your relations, 
little girl?” said the Queen. 

The little girl said, “Little lion was my brudder; 
great big lioness my mudder; never heard of any udder.”’ 
And she capered away on her one shoe, and everybody 
was exceedingly diverted. 

So Angelica said to the Queen, ‘Mamma, my parrot 
flew away yesterday out of its cage, and I don’t care 
any more for any of my toys; and I think this funny 
Jittle dirty child will amuse me. I will take her home, 
and give her some of my old frocks——” 

“Oh, the generous darling!” says Gruffanuff. 

“Which I have worn ever so many times, and am 
quite tired of,’ Angelica went on; “and she shall be 
my little maid. Will you come home with me, little 
dirty girl?” 

The child clapped her hands and said, “Go home 
with you—yes! You pooty Princess! Have a nice 
diner and wear a new dress!” 

And they all laughed again, and took home the child 
to the palace; where, when she was washed and combed, 
and had one of the Princess’s frocks given to her, she 
looked as handsome as Angelica, almost. Not that 
Angelica ever thought so; for this little lady never 
imagined that anybody in the world could be as pretty, 
as good, or as clever as herself. In order that the 
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little girl should not become too proud and conceited, 
Mrs. Gruffanuff took her old ragged mantle and one 
shoe, and put them in a glass box, with a card laid 
upon them, upon which was written: “These were the 
old clothes in which little BetstnpA was found when 
the great goodness and admirable kindness of her 
Royal Highness the Princess Angelica received this 
little outcast.”’ And the date was added, and the box 
locked up. 

For a while Betsinda was a great favourite with 
the Princess, and she danced and sang, and made her 
little rhymes to amuse her mistress. But then the 
Princess got a monkey, and afterwards a little dog, 
and afterwards a doll, and did not care for Betsinda 
any more, who became very melancholy and quiet, and 
sang no more funny songs, because nobody cared to 
hear her. And then, as she grew older, she was made 
a little lady’s maid to the Princess; and though she 
had no wages, she worked and mended, and put 
Angelica’s hair in papers, and was never cross when 
scolded, and was always eager to please her mistress, 
and was always up early and to bed late, and at hand 
when wanted, and in fact became a perfect little maid. 
So the two girls grew up, and when the Princess came 
out, Betsinda was never tired of waiting cn her; and 
made her dresses better than the best milliner, and 
was useful in a hundred ways. Whilst the Princess 
was having her masters, Betsinda would sit and watch 
them, and in this way she picked up a great deal of 
learning; for she was always awake, though her 
mistress was not, and listened to the wise professors 
when Angelica was yawning or thinking of the next 
ball. And when the dancing-master came, Betsinda 
learned along with Angelica; and when the music- 
master came, she watched him, and practised the 
Princess’s pieces when Angelica was away at bails 
and parties; and when the drawing-master came, 
she took note of all he said and did; and the same with 
French, Italian, and all other languages—she learned 
them from the teacher who came to Angelica. When 
the Princess was going out of an evening she would say, 


28 THE ROSE AND THE RING 


“My good Betsinda, you may as well finish what I 
have begun.” ‘‘ Yes, Miss,’ Betsinda would say, and 
sit down very cheerful, not to finish what Angelica 
began, but to do it. 

For instance, the Princess would begin a head of 
a warrior, let us say, and when it was begun it was 
something like this: 


(only handsomer still if possible), and the Princess put 
her name to the drawing; and the Court and King and 
Queen, and above all poor Giglio, admired the picture 
of all things, and said: ‘Was there ever a genius like 
Angelica?” So, I am sorry to say, was it with the 
Princess’s embroidery and other accomplishments; 
and Angelica actually believed that she did these things 
herself, and received all the flattery of the Court as 
if every word of it was true. Thus she began to think 
that there was no young woman in all the world equal 
to herself, and that no young man was good enough 
for her. As for Betsinda, as she heard none of these 


THE ROSE AND THE RING 29 


praises, she was not puffed up by them, and being a 
most grateful, good-natured girl, she was only too 
anxious to do everything which might give her mistress 
pleasure. Now you begin to perceive that Angelica 
had faults of her own, and was by no means such a 
wonder of wonders as people represented her Royal 
Highness to be. 


VI 
HOW PRINCE GIGLIO BEHAVED HIMSELF 


AND now let us speak about Prince Giglio, the nephew 
of the reigning monarch of Paflagonia. It has already 
been stated, in Chapter II, that as long as he had a 
smart coat to wear, a good horse to ride, and money 
in his pocket—or rather to take out of his pocket, 
for he was very good-natured—my young Prince did 
not care for the loss of his crown and sceptre, being a 
‘thoughtless youth, not much inclined to politics or 
any kind of learning. So his tutor had a sinecure. 
Giglio would not learn classics or mathematics, and 
the Lord Chancellor of Paflagonia, SgQuARETOsSO, 
pulled a very long face because the Prince could not 
be got to study the Paflagonian laws and constitution; 
but, on the other hand, the King’s gamekeepers and 
huntsmen found the Prince an apt pupil; the dancing- 
master pronounced that he was a most elegant and 
assiduous scholar; the First Lord of the Billiard Table 
gave the most flattering reports of the Prince’s skill; 
so did the Groom of the Tennis Court; and as for 
the Captain of the Guard and Fencing-master, the 
valiant and veteran Count KuTasorr Hepzorr, he 
avowed that since he ran the general of Crim Tartary, 
the dreadful Grumbuskin, through the body, he never 
had encountered so expert a swordsman as Prince 
Giglio. 

I hope you do not imagine that there was any impro- 
priety in the Prince and Princess walking together in 
the palace garden, and because Giglio kissed Angelica’s 
hand in a polite manner. In the first place they are 
cousins; next, the Queen is walking in the garden too 
(you cannot see her, for she happens to be behind that 
tree), and her Majesty always wished that Angelica and 
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Giglio should marry: so did Giglio: so did Angelica 
sometimes, for she thought her cousin very handsome, 
brave, and good-natured: but then you know she was 
so clever and knew so many things, and poor Giglio 
knew nothing and had no conversation. When they 
looked at the stars, what did Giglio know of the 
heavenly bodies? Once, when on a sweet night in a 


balcony where they were standing Angelica said, 
“There is the Bear’’—“ Where?” says Giglio. ‘Don’t 
be afraid, Angelica! if a dozen bears come, I will 
kill them rather than they shall hurt you.” “Oh, you 
silly creature!” says she: “you are very good, but you 
are not very wise.’ When they looked at the flowers, 
Giglio was utterly unacquainted with botany, and had 
never heard of Linneus. When the butterflies passed, 
Giglio knew nothing about them, being as ignorant 
of entomology as I am of algebra. So you see, 
Angelica, though she liked Giglio pretty well, despised 
him on account of his ignorance. I think she probably 
valued her own learning rather too much; but to think 
too well of one’s self is the fault of people of all ages, 
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and both sexes. Finally, when nobody else was there, 
Angelica liked her cousin well enough. 

King Valoroso was very delicate in health, and 
withal so fond of good dinners (which were prepared for 
him by his French cook, Marmitonio), that it was 
supposed he could not live long. Now the idea of 
anything happening to the King struck the artful 
Prime Minister and the designing old lady-in-waiting 
with terror. For, thought Glumboso and the Countess, 
“when Prince Giglio marries his cousin and comes to the 
throne, what a pretty position we shall be in, whom he 
dislikes, and who have always been unkind to him. 
We shall lose our places in a trice; Gruffanuff will 
have to give up all the jewels, laces, snuff-boxes, rings, 
and watches which belonged to the Queen, Giglio’s 
mother; and Glumboso will be forced to refund two 
hundred and_ seventeen’ thousand - millions, nine 
hundred and eighty-seven thousand, four hundred 
and thirty-nine pounds thirteen shillings and sixpence 
halfpenny, money left to Prince Giglio by his poor 
dear father.”” So the Lady of Honour and the Prime 
Minister hated Giglio because they had done him a 
wrong; and these unprincipled people invented a 
hundred cruel stories about poor Giglio, in order to 
influence the King, Queen, and Princess against him: 
how he was so ignorant that he could not spell the com- 
monest words, and actually wrote Valoroso Valloroso, 
and spelt Angelica with two l’s; how he drank a great 
deal too much wine at dinner, and was always idling in 
the stables with the grooms, how he owed ever so much 
money at the pastrycook’s and the haberdasher’s; 
how he used to go to sleep at church; how he was fond 
of playing cards with the pages. So did the Queen 
like playing cards; so did the King go to sleep at 
church; and eat and drink too much; and if Giglio 
owed a trifle for tarts, who owed him two hundred and 
seventeen thousand millions, nine hundred and eighty- 
seven thousand, four hundred and thirty-nine pounds 
thirteen shillings and sixpence halfpenny, I should 
like to know? Detractors and _tale-bearers (in my 
humble opinion) had much better look at home. All 
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this back-biting and slandering had effect upon Princess 
Angelica, who began to look coldly on her cousin, 
then to Jaugh at him and scorn him for being so stupid, 
then to sneer at him for having vulgar associates; 
and at Court balls, dinners, and so forth, to treat him 
so unkindly that poor Giglio became quite ill, took to 
his bed and sent for the doctor. 

His Majesty King Valoroso, as we have seen, had 
his own reasons for disliking his nephew; and as for 
those innocent readers who ask why?—I beg (with 
the permission of their dear parents) to refer them to 
Shakespeare’s pages, where they will read why King 
John disliked Prince Arthur. With the Queen, his 
royal but weak-minded aunt, when Giglio was out of 
sight he was out of mind. While she had her whist 
and her evening-parties she cared for little else. 

I dare say two villains, who shall be nameless, 
wished Dr. Pildrafto, the Court Physician, had killed 
Giglio right out, but he only bled and physicked him 
so severely, that the Prince was kept to his room for 
several months, and grew as thin as a post. 

Whilst he was lying sick in this way, there came 
to the Court of Pafiagonia a famous painter, whose 
name was Tomaso Lorenzo, and who was Painter in 
Ordinary to the King of Crim Tartary, Paflagonia’s 
neighbour. Tomaso Lorenzo painted all the Court, 
who were delighted with his works; for even Countess 
Gruffanuff looked young and Glumboso good-humoured 
in his pictures. “He flatters very much,” some people 
said. “Nay!” says Princess Angelica, “I am above 
flattery, and I think he did not make my picture 
handsome enough. I can’t bear to hear a man of 
genius unjustly cried down, and I hope my dear papa 
will make Lorenzo a knight of his Order of the 
Cucumber.” 

The Princess Angelica, although the courtiers vowed 
her Royal Highness could draw so beautifully that the 
idea of her taking lessons was absurd, yet chose to 
have Lorenzo for a teacher, and it was wonderful, 
as long as she painted in his studio, what beautiful 
pictures she made! Some of the performances were 
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engraved for the ‘Book of Beauty’; others were sold 
for enormous sums at Charity Bazaars. She wrote 
the signatures under the drawings no doubt, but I 
think I know who did the pictures—this artful painter, 
who had come with other designs on Angelica than 
merely to teach her to draw. 

One day Lorenzo showed the Princess a portrait 
of a young man in armour, with fair hair, and the 
loveliest blue eyes, and an expression at once melan- 
choly and interesting. 

“Dear Signor Lorenzo, who is this?” asked the 
Princess. ‘I never saw any one so handsome,” says 
Countess Gruffanuff (the old humbug). 

“That,” said the Painter, “that, madam, is the por- 
trait of my august young master, His Royal Highness 
Bulbo, Crown Prince of Crim Tartary, Duke of 
Acroceraunia, Marquis of Poluphloisboio, and Knight 
Grand Cross of the Order of the Pumpkin. That is 
the Order of the Pumpkin glittering on his manly 
breast, and received by his Royal Highness from his 
august father, His Majesty King Pape ua I, for his 
gallantry at the battle of Rimbombamento, when he 
slew with his own princely hand the King of Ograria 
and two hundred and eleven giants-of the two hundred 
and eighteen who formed the King’s bodyguard. The 
remainder were destroyed by the brave Crim Tartar 
army after an obstinate combat in which the Crim 
Tartars suffered severely.” 

“What a Prince!’’ thought Angelica: ‘‘so brave—so 
calm-looking—so young—what a hero!”’ 

““He is as accomplished as he is brave,” continued 
the Court Painter. “He knows all languages perfectly: 
sings deliciously: plays every instrument: composes 
operas which have been acted a thousand nights 
running at the Imperial Theatre of Crim Tartary, 
and danced in a ballet there before the King and Queen; 
in which he looked so beautiful, that his cousin, the 
lovely daughter of the King of Circassia, died for love 
of him.” 

“Why did he not marry the poor Princess?” asked 
Angelica, with a sigh. 
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“Because they were first-cousins, madam, and the 
clergy forbid these unions,’”’ said the Painter. ‘And, 
besides, the young Prince had given his royal heart 
elsewhere.”’ 

“And to whom?” asked her Royal Highness. 

“T am not at liberty to mention the Princess’s 
name,’ answered the Painter. 

“But you may tell me the first letter of it,” gasped 
out the Princess. 

“That your Royal Highness is at liberty to guess,” 
says Lorenzo. 

“Does it begin with a Z?” asked Angelica. 

The painter said it wasn’t a Z; then she tried a Y; 
then an X; then a W, and went so backwards through 
almost the whole alphabet. 

When she came to D, and it wasn’t D, she grew very 
much excited; when she came to C, and it wasn’t C, 
she was still more nervous; when she came to B, and 
it wasn’t B, ‘Oh, dearest Gruffanuff,’”’ she said, ‘‘lend 
me your smelling-bottle!’’ and, hiding her head in 
the Countess’s shoulder, she faintly whispered, “Ah, 
Signor, can it be A?” 

“Tt was A; and though I may not, by my Royal 
Master’s orders, tell your Royal Highness the Princess’s 
name, whom he fondly, madly, devotedly, rapturously 
loves, I may show you her portrait,” says the slyboots: 
and leading the Princess up to a gilt frame, he drew a 
eurtain which was before it. 

O goodness! the frame contained a LOOKING-GLASS! 
and Angelica saw her own face! 


VII 
HOW GIGLIO AND ANGELICA HAD A QUARREL 


Tue Court Painter of His Majesty the King of Crim 
Tartary returned to that monarch’s dominions, carry- 
ing away a number of sketches which he had made in 
the Paflagonia capital (you know of course, my dears, 
that the name of that capital is Blombodinga); but 
the most charming of all his pieces was a portrait of 
the Princess Angelica, which all the Grim Tartar nobles 
came to see. With this work the King was so delighted, 
that he decorated the Painter with his Order of the 
Pumpkin (sixth class), and the artist became Sir 
Tomaso Lorenzo, K.P., thenceforth. 

King Valoroso also sent Sir Tomaso his Order of 
the Cucumber, besides a handsome order for money; 
for he painted the King, Queen, and principal nobility 
while at Blombodinga, and became all the fashion, to 
the perfect rage of all the artists in Paflagonia, where 
the King used to point to the portrait of Prince Bulbo, 
which Sir Tomaso had left behind him, and say: 
“Which among you can paint a picture like that?” 

It hung in the royal parlour over the royal sideboard, 
and Princess Angelica could always look at it as she 
sat making the tea. Each day it seemed to grow 
handsomer and handsomer, and the Princess grew so 
fond of looking at it, that she would often spill the 
tea over the cloth, at which her father and mother 
would wink and wag their heads; and say to each 
other, “‘Aha! we see how things are going.” 

In the meanwhile poor Giglio lay upstairs very sick 
in his chamber, though he took all the Doctor’s horrible 
medicines like a good young lad: as I hope you do, my 
dears when you are ill and mamma sends for the medical 
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man. And the only person who visited Giglio (besides 
his friend the Captain of the Guard, who was almost 
always busy or on parade) was little Betsinda the 
housemaid, who used to do his bedroom and sitting- 
room out, bring him his gruel, and warm his bed. 

When the little housemaid came to him in the morn- 
ing and evening, Prince Giglio used to say, ‘Betsinda, 
Betsinda, how is the Princess Angelica?” 

And Betsinda used to answer, “The Princess is 
very well, thank you, my lord.” And Giglio would 
heave a sigh, and think, “If Angelica were sick I am 
sure IJ should not be very well.” 

Then Giglio would say, ‘‘Betsinda, has the Princess 
Angelica asked for me to-day?’? And Betsinda would 
answer, “No, my lord, not to-day”; or, ““She was very 
busy practising the piano when I saw her’’; or, “She 
was writing invitations for an evening-party, and did 
not speak to me”; or make some excuse or other, not 
strictly consonant with truth: for Betsinda was such 
a good-natured creature, that she strove to do every- 
thing to prevent annoyance to Prince Giglio, and even 
brought him up roast chicken and jellies from the 
kitchen (when the doctor allowed them, and Giglio 
was getting better) saying, “that the Princess had made 
the jelly, or the bread-sauce, with her own hands, on 
purpose for Giglio.” 

When Giglio heard this he took heart, and began 
to mend immediately; and gobbled up all the jelly, 
and picked the last bone of the chicken—drumsticks, 
merry-thought, sides’-bones, back, pope’s-nose, and 
all—thanking his dear Angelica: and he felt so much 
better the next day, that he dressed and went down- 
stairs—where whom should he meet but Angelica 
going into the drawing-room? All the covers were 
off the chairs, the chandeliers taken out of the bags, 
the damask curtains uncovered, the work and things 
carried away, and the handsomest album on the tables. 
Angelica had her hair in papers. In a word, it was 
evident there was going to be a party. 

“Heavens, Giglio!” cries Angelica: ‘‘ you here in such 
adress! What a figure you are!” 
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“Yes, dear Angelica, I am come downstairs, and feel 
so well to-day, thanks to the fowl and the jelly.” 

‘““What do I know about fowls and jellies, that you 
allude to them in that rude way?” says Angelica. 

“Why, didn’t—didn’t you send them, Angelica 
dear?”’ says Giglio. 

“‘T send them indeed! Angelica dear! No, Giglio 
dear,” says she, mocking him. “J was engaged in 
getting the rooms ready for His Royal Highness the 
Prince of Crim Tartary, who is coming to pay my 
papa’s court a visit.” 

“The — Prince — of — Crim — Tartary!”’ Giglio said 
aghast. 

“Yes, the Prince of Crim Tartary,’”’ says Angelica, 
mocking him. ‘I dare say you never heard of such a 
country. What did you ever hear of ? You don’t 
know whether Crim Tartary is on the Red Sea or on 
the Black Sea, I dare say.” j 

“Yes, I do: it’s on the Red Sea,” says Giglio; at 
which the Princess burst out laughing at him, and said, 
“Oh, you ninny! You are so ignorant, you are really 
not fit for society! You know nothing but about 
horses and dogs, and are only fit to dine in a mess- 
room with my Royal Father’s heaviest dragoons. 
Don’t look so surprised at me, sir: go and put your 
best clothes on to receive the Prince, and let me get 
the drawing-room ready.” 

Giglio said, ““Oh, Angelica, Angelica, I didn’t think 
this of you. This wasn’t your language to me when 
you gave me this ring, and I gave you mine in the 
garden, and you gave me that k——”’ 

But what k was we never shall know, for Angelica 
in a rage, cried, ‘Get out, you saucy, rude creature! 
How dare you to remind me of your rudeness? As 
for your little trumpery twopenny ring, there, sir— 
there!’’ And she flung it out of the window. 

“It was my mother’s marriage-ring,”’ cried Giglio. 

“IT don’t care whose marriage-ring it was,” cries 
Angelica. “Marry the person who picks it up if she’s 
a woman; you shan’t have me. And give me back 
my tring. Ive no patience with people who boast 


THE ROSE AND THE RING _. 39 


about the things they give away! J know who’ll 
give me much finer things than you ever gave 
me. A_ beggarly ring indeed, not worth five 
shillings!” 

Now Angelica little knew that the ring which Gigliv 
had given her was a fairy ring; if a man wore it, it 
made all the women in love with him; if a woman, 
all the gentlemen. The Queen, Giglio’s mother, quite 
an ordinary-looking person, was admired immensely 
whilst she wore this ring, and her husband was frantic 
when she was ill. But when she called her little 
Giglio to her, and put the ring on his finger, King Savio 
did not seem to care for his wife so much any more, 
but transferred all his love to little Giglio. So did 
everybody love him as long as he had the ring; but 
when, as quite a child, he gave it to Angelica, people 
began to love and admire her; and Giglio, as the saying 
is, played only second fiddle. 

“Yes,” says Angelica, going on in her foolish ungrate- 
ful way, “I know who’ll give me much finer things 
than your beggarly little pearl nonsense.”’ 

“Very good, miss! You may take back your ring, 
too!’”’ says Giglio, his eyes flashing fire at her; and 
then, as if his eyes had been suddenly opened, he cried 
out, “Ha, what does this mean? Is this the woman 
I have been in love with all my life? Have I been 
such a ninny as to throw away my regard upon you? 
Why—actually—yes—you are a little crooked!” 

“Oh, you wretch!’ cries Angelica. 

“And, upon my conscience, you—you squint a little.” 

“Eh!” cries Angelica. 

“And your hair is red—and you are marked with 
the small-pox—and what? you have three false teeth— 
and one leg shorter than the other!” 

“You brute, you brute, you!’’ Angelica screamed 
out: and, as she seized the ring with one hand, she dealt 
Giglio one, two, three smacks on the face, and would 
have pulled the hair off his head had he not started 
laughing and crying. 

“Oh, dear me, Angelica! don’t pull out my hair, it 
hurts! You might remove a great deal of your own, 
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as I perceive, without scissors or pulling at all. Oh, 
ho, ho! ha, ha, ha! he, he, he!” 

And-he nearly choked himself with laughing, and 
she with rage; when, with a low bow, and dressed in 
his Court habit, Count Gambabella, the first lord-in- 
waiting, entered and said, “‘Royal Highnesses! Their 
Majesties expect you in the Pink Throne-room, where 
they await the arrival of the Prince of Crim TaRTARY.”’ 


VIII 


'HOW GRUFFANUFF PICKED THE FAIRY RING UP, AND 
PRINCE BULBO.CAME TO COURT 


,PRINCE BuLso’s arrival had set all the Court in a 
flutter: everybody was ordered to put his or her 
‘best clothes on: the footmen had their gala liveries; 
the Lord Chancellor his new wig; the Guards their 
last new tunics; and Countess Gruffanuff, you may 
be sure, was glad of an opportunity of decorating her 
old person with her finest things. She was walking 
through the court of the Palace on her way to wait 
upon their Majesties, when she spied something 
glittering on the pavement, and bade the boy in 
buttons, who was holding up her train, to go and pick 
up the article shining yonder. He was an ugly little 
wretch, in some of the late groom-porter’s old clothes 
cut down, and much too tight for him; and yet, when 
he had taken up the ring (as it turned out to be), and 
‘was carrying it up to his mistress, she thought he looked 
like a little Cupid. He gave the ring to her; it was a 
trumpery little thing enough, but too small for any 
of her old knuckles, so she put it into her pocket. 
“Oh, mum!” says the boy, looking at her, “ow— 
how beyoutiful you do look, mum, to-day, mum!” 
““And you too, Jacky,” she was going to say; but, 
looking down at him—no, he was no longer good- 
looking at all—but only the carroty-haired little 
Jacky of the morning. However, praise is welcome 
from the ugliest of men or boys, and Gruffanuff, 
bidding the boy hold up her train, walked on in high 
good humour. The Guards saluted her with peculiar 
respect. Captain Hedzoff, in the ante-room, said, ‘My 
dear madam, you look like an angel to-day.” And so, 
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bowing and smirking, Gruffanuff went in and took her 
place behind her Royal Master and Mistress, who were 
in the throne-room, awaiting the Prince of Crim Tartary. 
Princess Angelica sat at their feet, and behind the 
King’s chair stood Prince Giglio, looking very savage. 

The Prince of Crim Tartary made his appearance, 
attended by Baron Sleibootz, his chamberlain, and 
followed by a black page, carrying the most beautiful 
crown you ever saw! He was dressed in his travelling 
costume, and his hair, as you see, was a little in dis- 
order. “I have ridden three hundred miles since break- 
fast,”’ said he, “‘so eager was I to behold the Prin—the 
Court and august family of Paflagonia, and I could 
not wait one minute before appearing in your Majesties’ 
presences.” 

Giglio, from behind the throne, burst out into a roar 
of contemptuous laughter; but all the Royal party, in 
fact, were so flurried, that they did not hear this little 
outbreak. “Your R. H. is welcome in any dress,” says 
the King. ‘Glumboso, a chair for his Royal Highness.” 

“Any dress His Royal Highness wears is a Court- 
dress,”’ says Princess Angelica, smiling graciously. 

“Ah! but you should see my other clothes,” said the 
Prince. “I should have had them_on, but that stupid 
carrier has not brought them. Who’s that laughing?” 

It was Giglio laughing. “I was laughing,” he said, 
“because you said just now that you were in such a 
hurry to see the Princess, that you could not wait to 
change your dress; and now you say you come in 
those clothes because you have no others.” 

“And who are you?” says Prince Bulbo, very fiercely. 

“My father was King of this country, and I am his 
only son, Prince!’’ replies Giglio, with equal haughtiness. 

“Hal” said the King and Glumboso, looking very 
flurried; but the former, collecting himself, said, “Dear 
Prince Bulbo, I forgot to introduce to your Royal 
Highness my dear nephew, His Royal Highness Prince 
Giglio! Know each other! Embrace each other! 
Giglio, give His Royal Highness your hand!” And 
Giglio, giving his hand, squeezed poor Bulbo’s until the 
tears ran out of his eyes. Glumboso now brought a 
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chair for the royal visitor, and placed it on the platform 
on which the King, Queen, and Prince were seated; 
but the chair was on the edge of the platform, and as 
Bulbo sat down, it toppled over, and he with it, rolling 
over and over, and bellowing like a bull. Giglio roared 
still louder at this disaster, but it was with laughter; 


HIS R.H. THE PRINCE OF CRIM TARTARY 


so did all the Court when Prince Bulbo got up; for 
though when he entered the room he appeared not very 
ridiculous, as he stood up from his fall, for a moment, 
he looked so exceedingly plain and foolish that nobody 
could help laughing at him. When he had entered the 
room, he was observed to carry a rose in his hand, which 
fell out of it as he tumbled. 

“My rose! my rose!” cried Bulbo; and his chamber- 
lain dashed forwards and picked it up, and gave it to the 
Prince, who put it in his waistcoat. Then people won- 
dered why they had laughed; there was nothing particu- 
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larly ridiculousinhim. He was rathershort, rather stout, 
rather red-haired, but, in fine, for a prince not so bad. 

So they sat and talked, the royal personages together, 
the Crim Tartar officers with those of Paflagonia—Giglio 
very comfortable with Gruffanuff behind the throne. 
He looked at her with such tender eyes, that her heart 
was all in a flutter. ‘Oh, dear Prince,’ she said, 
“how could you speak so haughtily in presence of their 
Majesties? I protest I thought I should have fainted.” 

“T should have caught you in my arms,” said Giglio, 
looking raptures. 

“Why were you so cruel to Prince Bulbo, dear 
Prince?” says Gruff. 

“Because I hate him,” says Gil. 

“You are jealous of him, and still love poor Angelica,” 
cries Gruffanuff, putting her handkerchief to her eyes. 

“I did, but I love her no more!” Giglio cried. “JI 
despise her! Were she heiress to twenty thousand 
thrones, I would despise her and scorn her. But why 
speak of thrones? I have lost mine. I am too weak 
to recover it—I am alone, and have no friend.” 

“Oh, say not so, dear Prince!” says Gruffanuff. 

“Besides,” says he, “‘I am so happy here behind the 
throne, that I would not change my place, no, not for 
the throne of the world!” ; 

“What are you two people chattering about there?” 
says the Queen, who was rather good-natured, though 
not over-burdened with wisdom. “It is time to dress 
for dinner. Giglio, show Prince Bulbo to his room. 
Prince, if your clothes have not come, we shall be very 
happy to see you as you are.” But when Prince Bulbo 
got to his bedroom, his luggage was there and un- 
packed; and the hairdresser coming in, cut and curled 
him entirely to his own Satisfaction; and when the 
dinner-bell rang, the royal company had not to wait 
above five-and-twenty minutes until Bulbo appeared, 
during which time the King, who could not bear to wait, 
grew as sulky as possible. As for Giglio, he never left 
Madame Gruffanuff all this time, but stood with her 
in the embrasure of a window, paying her compli- 
ments. At length the groom of the chambers announced 
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His Royal Highness the Prince of Crim Tartary! and 
the noble company went into the royal dining-room. 
It was quite a small party; only the King and Queen, 
the Princess, whom Bulbo took out, the two Princes, 
Countess Gruffanuff, Glumboso the Prime Minister, and 
Prince Bulbo’s chamberlain. You may be sure they 
had a very good dinner—let every boy or girl think of 
what he or she likes best, and fancy it on the table.! 

The Princess talked incessantly all dinner-time to 
the Prince of Crimea, who ate an immense deal too 
much, and never took his eyes off his plate, except 
when Giglio, who was carving a goose, sent a quantity 
of stuffing and onion sauce into one of them. Giglio 
only burst out a-laughing as the Crimean Prince wiped 
his shirt-front and face with his scented pocket-hand- 
kerchief. He did not make Prince Bulbo any apology. 
When the Prince looked at him, Giglio would not look 
that way. When Prince Bulbo said, “Prince Giglio, 
may I have the honour of taking a glass of wine 
with you?” Giglio wouldn’t answer. All his talk and 
his eyes were for Countess Gruffanuff, who, you may be 
sure, was pleased with Giglio’s attentions—the vain old 
creature! When he was not complimenting her, he 
was making fun of Prince Bulbo, so loud that Gruffanuff 
was always tapping him with her fan and saying, “Oh, 
you satirical Prince! Oh, fie, the Prince will hear!” 
“Well, I don’t mind,” says Giglio, louder still. The 
King and Queen luckily did not hear; for Her Majesty 
was a little deaf, and the King thought so much about 
his own dinner, and, besides, made such a dreadful 
noise, hob-gobbling in eating it, that he heard nothing 
else. After dinner, His Majesty and the Queen went 
to sleep in their armchairs. 

This was the time when Giglio began his tricks with 
Prince Bulbo, plying that young gentleman with port, 
sherry, madeira, champagne, marsala, cherry-brandy, 
and pale ale, of all of which Master Bulbo drank with- 
out stint. But in plying his guest, Giglio was obliged 
to drink himself, and I am sorry to say, took more 


1 Here a very pretty game may be played by the children saying 
what they like best for dinner, 
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than was good for him, so that the young men were 
very noisy, rude, and foolish when they joined the 
ladies after dinner; and dearly did they pay for that 
imprudence, as now, my darlings, you shall hear. 

Bulbo went and sat by the piano, where Angelica 
was playing and singing, and he sang out of tune, and 
he upset the coffee when the footman brought it, and 
he laughed out of place, and talked absurdly, and fell 
asleep and snored horridly. Booh, the nasty pig! 
But as he lay there stretched on the pink satin sofa, 
Angelica still persisted in thinking him the most beautiful 
of human beings. No doubt the magic rose which Bulbo 
wore caused this infatuation on Angelica’s part; but is 
she the first young woman who has thought a silly fellow 
charming? 

Giglio must go and sit by Gruffanuff, whose old face 
he, too, every moment began to find more lovely. He 
paid the most outrageous compliments to her:—There 
never was such a darling. Older than he was? Fiddle- 
de-dee! He would marry her—he would, having nothing 
but her! 

To marry the heir to the throne! Here was a 
chance! The artful hussey actually got a sheet of 
paper and wrote upon it, “This is to give notice that I, 
Giglio, only son of Savio, King of Paflagonia, hereby 
promise to marry the charming and virtuous Barbara 
Griselda Countess Gruffanuff, and widow of the late 
Jenkins Gruffanuff, Esq.’ 

“What is it you are writing, you charming Gruffy?” 
says Giglio, who was lolling on the sofa by the writing- 
table. 

“Only an order for you to sign, dear Prince, for giving 
coals and blankets to the poor, this cold weather. 
Look! the King and Queen are both asleep, and your 
Royal Highness’s order will do.” 

So Giglio, who was very good-natured, as Gruffy 
well knew, signed the order immediately; and, when 
she had it in her pocket, you may fancy what airs she 
gave herself. She was ready to flounce out of the 
room before the Queen herself, as now she was the wife 
of the rightful King of Paflagonia! She would not 
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speak to Glumboso, whom she thought a brute, for 
depriving her dear husband of the crown! And when 
candles came, and she had helped to undress the Queen 
and Princess, she went into her own room, and actually 
practised, on a sheet of paper, “Griselda Paflagonia,” 
“Barbara Regina,” ‘‘ Griselda Barbara, Paf. Reg.’’; and 
I don’t know what signatures besides, against the day 
when she should be Queen forsooth! 


IX 
HOW BETSINDA GOT THE WARMING-PAN 


LitTLE Betsinda came in to put Gruffanufi’s hair in 
papers; and the Countess was so pleased, that, for a 
wonder, she complimented Betsinda. ‘‘Betsinda!’”’ she 
said, “you dressed my hair very nicely to-day ; I promised 
you a little present. Here are five sh no, here is a 
pretty little ring that I picked that I have had 
some time.’”’ And she gave Betsinda the ring she had 
picked up in the court. It fitted Betsinda exactly. 

“It’s like the ring the Princess used to wear,” says 
the maid. : 

“No such thing,” says Gruffanuff; “I have had it 
this ever so long. There—tuck me up quite comfort- 
able: and now, as it’s a very cold night” (the snow was 
beating in at the window), “you may go and warm 
dear Prince Giglio’s bed, like a good girl, and then you 
may unrip my green silk, and then you can just do me 
up a little cap for the morning, and then you can mend 
that hole in my silk stocking, and then you can go to 
bed, Betsinda. Mind, I shall want my cup of tea at 
five o’clock in the morning.” 

“IT suppose I had best warm both the young gentle- 
men’s beds, ma’am?”’ says Betsinda. 

Gruffanuff, for reply, said, “ Hau-au-ho!—Grau- 
haw-hoo!—Hong-hrho!” In fact, she was snoring 
sound asleep. 

Her room, you know, is next to the King and Queen, 
and the Princess is next to them. So pretty Betsinda 
went away for the coals to the kitchen, and filled the 
royal warming-pan. 

Now she was a very kind, merry, civil, pretty girl; 
but there must have been something very captivating 
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about her this evening, for all the women in the servants’ 
hall began to scold and abuse her. The housekeeper 
said she was a pert, stuck-up thing: the upper-housemaid 
asked, how dare she wear such ringlets and ribbons, it 
was quite improper! The cook (for there was a woman- 
cook as well as a man-cook) said to the kitchen-maid 
that she never could see anything in that creetur: but 
as for the men, every one of them—Coachman, John, 
Buttons, the page, and Monsieur the Prince of Crim 
Tartary’s valet, started up and said— 

““My eyes! 

“O mussey! 

“O jemmany! 

“O ciel! 

“Hands off; none of your impertinence, you vulgar, 
low people!” says Betsinda, walking off with her pan 
of coals. She heard the young gentlemen playing at 
billiards as she went upstairs: first to Prince Giglio’s 
bed, which she warmed, and then to Prince Bulbo’s 
room. 

He came in just as she had done; and as soon as he 
saw her, “O! O! O! O! O! O! what a beyou—oo— 
ootiful creature you are! You angel—you Peri—you 
rosebud, let me be thy bulbul—thy Bulbo, too! Fly 
to the desert, fly with me! I never saw a young gazelle 
to glad me with its dark blue eye that had eyes like 
thine. Thou nymph of beauty, take, take this young 
heart. A truer never did itself sustain within a soldier’s 
waistcoat. Be mine! Be mine! Be Princess of Crim 
Tartary! My Royal Father will approve our union: 
and as for that little carroty-haired Angelica, I do not 
care a fig for her any more.” 

“Go away, your Royal Highness, and go to bed, 
please,’ said Betsinda, with the warming-pan. 

But Bulbo said, ‘‘ No, never, till thou swearest to be 
mine, thou lovely, blushing, chambermaid divine! 
Here, at thy feet, the Royal Bulbo lies, the trembling 
captive of Betsinda’s eyes.”’ 

And he went on, making himself so absurd and 
ridiculous, that Betsinda, who was full of fun, gave 
him a touch with the warming-pan, which, I promise 
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you, made him cry, ‘“O-o-0-0-!” in a very different 
manner. 

Prince Bulbo made such a noise that Prince Giglio, 
who heard him from the next room, came in to see what 
was the matter. As soon as he saw what was taking 
place, Giglio, in a fury, rushed on Bulbo, kicked him in 
the rudest manner up to the ceiling, and went on 
kicking him till his hair was quite out of curl. 

Poor Betsinda did not know whether to laugh or to 
cry; the kicking certainly must hurt the Prince, but 
then he looked so droll! When Giglio had done knocking 
him up and down to the ground, and whilst he went 
into a corner rubbing himself, what do you think Giglio 
does? He goes down on his own knees to Betsinda, 
takes her hand, begs her to accept his heart, and offers 
to marry herthat moment. Fancy Betsinda’s condition, 
who had been in love with the Prince ever since she 
first saw him in the palace garden, when she was quite a 
little child. 

“Oh, divine Betsinda!”’ says the Prince, “how have 
I lived fifteen years in thy company without seeing 
thy perfections? What woman in all Europe, Asia, 
Africa, and America—nay, in Australia, only it is not 
yet discovered—can presume to be thy equal? Angelica? 
Pish! Gruffanuff? Phoo! The Queen? Ha, ha! Thou 
art my queen. Thou art the real Angelica, because 
thou art really angelic.” 

“Oh, Prince! Iam but a poor chambermaid,” says 
Betsinda, looking, however, very much pleased. 

“Didst thou not tend me in my sickness, when all 
forsook me?” continues Giglio. ‘‘Did not thy gentle 
hand smooth my pillow, and bring me jelly and roast 
chicken ?”’ 

“Yes, dear Prince, I did,” says Betsinda, “‘and I 
sewed your Royal Highness’s shirt-buttons on too, if 
you please, your Royal Highness,” cries this artless 
maiden. 

When poor Prince Bulbo, who was now madly in 
love with Betsinda, heard this declaration, when he 
saw the unmistakable glances which she flung upon 
Giglio, Bulbo began to cry bitterly, and tore quantities 
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of hair out of his head, till it all covered the room like 
so much tow. 

Betsinda had left the warming-pan on the floor 
while the Princes were going on with their conversa- 
tion, and as they began now to quarrel and be very 
fierce with one another, she thought proper to run 
away. 

“You great big blubbering booby, tearing your hair 
in the corner there! of course you will give me satisfac- 
tion for insulting Betsinda. You dare to kneel down 
at Princess Giglio’s knees and kiss her hand!’’ 

““She’s not Princess Giglio!’ roars out Bulbo. “She 
shall be Princess Bulbo; no other shall be Princess 
Bulbo.” 

“You are engaged to my cousin!” bellows out 
Giglio. 

“T hate your cousin,”’ says Bulbo. 

“You shall give me satisfaction for insulting her!” 
cries Giglio in a fury. 

“Tl have your life.” 

“Tl run you through.” 

“Tl cut your throat.” 

“Tl blow your brains out.’’ 

“Yl knock your head off.’’ 

“ll send a friend to you in the morning.” 

“Tl send a bullet into you in the afternoon.” 

“We'll meet again,’ says Giglio, shaking his fist in 
Bulbo’s face; and seizing up the warming-pan, he 
kissed it, because, forsooth, Betsinda had carried it, 
and rushed downstairs. What should he see on the 
landing but His Majesty talking to Betsinda, whom he 
called by all sorts of fond names. His Majesty had 
heard a row in the building, so he stated, and smelling 
something burning, had come out to see what the 
matter was. 

“It’s the young gentlemen smoking, perhaps, sir,’’ 
says Betsinda. 

“Charming chambermaid,’’ says the King (like all 
the rest of them), “never mind the young men! Turn 
thy eyes on a middle-aged autocrat, who had been 
considered not ill-looking in his time.”’ 
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“ Oh, sir! what will Her Majesty say?” cried Betsinda. 

“Her Majesty!” laughs the monarch. ‘“‘Her Majesty 
be hanged! Am I not Autocrat of Paflagonia? Have 
I not blocks, ropes, axes, hangmen—ha? MRuns not 
a river by my palace wall? Have I not sacks to sew 
up wives withal? Say but the word, that thou wilt be 
mine own—your mistress straightway in a sack is sewn, 
and thou the sharer of my heart and throne.” 

When Giglio heard these atrocious sentiments, he 
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forgot the respect usually paid to royalty, lifted up 
the warming-pan, and knocked down the King as flat 
as a pancake; after which, Master Giglio took to his 
heels and ran away, and Betsinda went off screaming, 
and the Queen, Gruffanuff, and the Princess, all came 
out of their rooms. Fancy their feelings on behoiding 
their husband, father, sovereign, in this posture! 
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Xx 
HOW KING VALOROSO WAS IN A DREADFUL PASSION 


As soon as the coals began to burn him, the King came 
to himself and stood up. ‘‘Ho! my Captain of the 
Guards!’’ His Majesty exclaimed, stamping his royal 
feet with rage. O piteous spectacle! the King’s nose 
was bent quite crooked by the blow of Prince Giglio! 
His Majesty ground his teeth with rage. ‘“‘Hedzoff,” 
he said, taking a death-warrant out of his dressing- 
gown pocket—“‘ Hedzoff, good Hedzoff, seize upon the 
Prince. Thou’lt find him in his chamber two pair up. 
But now he dared, with sacrilegious hand, to strike the 
sacred nightcap of a king—Hedzoff, and floor me with 
a warming-pan! Away, no more demur, the villain 
dies! See it be done, or else—h’m—ha—h’m! mind 
thine own eyes!’’ And followed by the ladies, and 
lifting up the tails of his dressing-gown, the King 
entered his own apartment. 

Captain Hedzoff was very much affected, having a 
sincere love for Giglio. “Poor, poor Giglio!’’ he said, 
the tears rolling over his manly face, and dripping 
down his moustaches. “‘My noble young Prince, is it 
my hand must lead thee to death?”’ 

“Lead him to fiddlestick, Hedzoff,’”’ said a female 
voice. It was Gruffanuff, who had come out in her 
dressing-gown when she heard the noise. ‘“‘The King 
said you were to hang the Prince. Well, hang the 
Prince.”’ 

“JT don’t understand you,” said Hedzoff, who was 
not a very clever man. 

“You Gaby! he didn’t say which Prince,’ says 
Gruffanuff. 

“No; he didn’t say which, certainly,”’ said Hedzoff. 

“Well, then, take Bulbo, and hang him!” 
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When Captain Hedzoff heard this, he began to dance 
about forjoy. “Obedience is a soldier’s honour,” says he. 
“Prince Bulbo’s head will do capitally:’’ and he went 
to arrest the Prince the very first thing next morning. 

He knocked at the door. ‘“‘Who’s there?’ says 
Bulbo. ‘Captain Hedzoff? Step in, pray, my good 
Captain; I’m delighted to see you; I have been expecting 
you.”’ 

“Have you?” said Hedzoff. 

“Sleibootz, my chamberlain, will act for me,’’ says 
the Prince. 

““T beg your Royal Highness’s pardon, but you will 
have to act for yourself, and it’s a pity to wake Baron 
Sleibootz.”’ 

The Prince Bulbo still seemed to take the matter 
very coolly. “Of course, Captain,’’ says he, ‘‘you are 
come about that affair with Prince Giglio?” 

““Precisely,’’ says Hedzoff: ‘‘that affair of Prince 
Giglio.” 

“Ts it to be pistols, or swords, Captain?’’ asks Bulbo. 
“Tm a pretty good hand with both, and I’ll do for 
Prince Giglio as sure as my name is my Royal Highness 
Prince Bulbo.”’ 

“There’s some mistake, my lord,”’ says the Captain. 
“The business is done with ares among us.”’ 

“Axes? That’s sharp work,’ says Bulbo. ‘Call my 
chamberlain, he’ll be my second, and in ten minutes 
I flatter myself you’ll see Master Giglio’s head off his 
impertinent shoulders. I’m hungry for his blood. 
Hoo-oo—aw!”’ and he looked as savage as an ogre. 

“TI beg your pardon, sir, but by this warrant I am 
to take you prisoner, and hand you over to—to the 
executioner.”’ 

“Pooh, pooh, my good man! Stop, I say—ho— 
hallo!’’ was all that this luckless Prince was enabled to 
say: for Hedzoff’s guards seizing him, tied a hand- 
kerchief over his mouth and face, and carried him to 
the place of execution. 

The King, who happened to be talking to Glumboso, 
saw him pass, and took a pinch of snuff, and said, 
“So much for Giglio. Now let’s go to breakfast.” 
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The Captain of the Guard handed over his prisoner 
to the Sheriff, with the fatal order— 


“AT SIGHT CUT OFF THE BEARER’S HEAD. 

“VALOROSO XXIV.” 
“It’s a mistake,” says Bulbo, who did not seem to 
understand the business in the least. 

““Poo—poo—pooh!”’ says the Sheriff. “Fetch Jack 
Ketch instantly. Jack Ketch!’’ 

And poor Bulbo was led to the scaffold, where an 
executioner with a block and a tremendous axe was 
always ready in case he should be wanted. 

But we must now revert to Giglio and Betsinda. 


XI 
WHAT GRUFFANUFF DID TO GIGLIO AND BETSINDA 


GRUFFANUFF, who. had seen what had happened with 
the King, and knew that Giglio must come to grief, 
got up very early the next morning, and went to devise 
some plans for rescuing her darling husband, as the 
silly old thing insisted on calling him. She found him 
walking up and down the garden, thinking of a rhyme 
for Betsinda (tinder and winda were all he could find), 
and indeed having forgotten all about the past evening, 
except that Betsinda was the most lovely of beings. 

“Well, dear Giglio?’”’ says Gruff. 

“Well, dear Grufiy?’’ says Giglio, only he was quite 
satirical. 

“T have been thinking, darling, what you must do 
in this scrape. You must fly the country for a while.” 

“What scrape? Fly the country? Never, without 
her I love, Countess,’ says Giglio. ~ 

““No, she will accompany you, dear Prince,”’ she says 
in her most coaxing accents. ‘“‘First, we must get the 
jewels belonging to our royal parents, and those of her 
and his present Majesty. Here is the key, duck; they 
are all yours, you know, by right, for you are the right- 
ful King of Paflagonia, and your wife will be the rightful 
Queen.”’ 

“Will she?”’ says Giglio. 

“Yes; and having got the jewels, go to Glumboso’s 
apartment, where, under his bed, you will find sacks con- 
taining money to the amount of £217,000,000,987,439 
13s. 63d., all belonging to you, for he took it out of 
your royal father’s room on the day of his death. 
With this we will fly.” 

“We will fly?” says Giglio. 

“Yes, you and your bride—your affianced love— 
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your Grufiy!” says the Countess, with a languishing 
leer. 

“You my bride!” says Giglio. ‘You, you hideous 
old woman!” 

“Oh, you—you wretch! didn’t you give me this 
paper promising marriage?”’ cries Gruff. 

“Get away, you old goose! I love Betsinda, and 
Betsinda only!” And in a fit of terror he ran from her 
as quickly as he could. 

“Hel he! he!” shrieks out Gruff; “a promise is a 
promise, if there are laws in Paflagonia! And as for 
that monster, that wretch, that fiend, that ugly little 
vixen—as for that upstart, that ingrate, that beast 
Betsinda, Master Giglio will have no little difficulty 
in discovering her whereabouts. He may look very 
long before finding her, I warrant. He little knows 
that Miss Betsinda is——’’ 


Is—what? Now, you shall hear. Poor Betsinda 
got up at five in winter’s morning to bring her cruel 
mistress her tea; and instead of finding her in a good 
humour, found Gruffy as cross as two sticks. The 
Countess boxed Betsinda’s ears half a dozen times 
whilst she was dressing; but as poor little Betsinda 
was used to this kind of treatment, she did not feel 
any special alarm. ‘And now,” says she, ‘when Her 
Majesty rings her bell twice, ’ll trouble you, miss, to 
attend.”’ 

So when the Queen’s bell rang twice, Betsinda came 
to Her Majesty and made a pretty little curtsey. The 
Queen, the Princess, and Gruffanuff were all three in 
the room. As soon as they saw her they began. 

“You wretch!” says the Queen. 

“You little vulgar thing!” said the Princess. 

“You beast!” says Gruffanuff. 

“Get out of my sight!’’ says the Queen. 

“Go away with you, do!’’ says the Princess. 

“Quit the premises!’’ says Gruflanuif. 

Alas! and woe is me! very lamentable events had 
occurred to Betsinda that morning, and all in conse- 
quence of that fatal warming-pan business of the previous 
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night. The King had offered to marry her; of course 
Her Majesty the Queen was jealous; Bulbo had fallen 
in love with her; of course Angelica was furious: Giglio 
was in love with her, and oh, what a fury Gruffy 
was in! 


Take off that petticoat said, all at once, 
gown 
and began tearing the clothes off poor Betsinda. 
| the King?” ; the Queen, 


ag 3 gave you,” they 


de tenuate Prince Bulbo?” the Princess, 
Prince Giglio?”’ and Countess. 

“Give her the rags she wore when she came into the 
house, and turn her out of it!’ cries the Queen. 

“Mind she does not go with my shoes on, which I 
lent her so kindly,” says the Princess; and indeed the 
Princess’s shoes were a great deal too big for Betsinda. 

“Come with me, you filthy hussey!’’ and taking up 
the Queen’s poker, the cruel Gruffanufi drove Betsinda 
into her room. 

The Countess went to the glass box in which she had 
kept Betsinda’s old cloak and shoe this ever so long, 
and said, ‘‘Take those rags, you little beggar creature, 
and strip off everything belonging to honest people, 
and go about your business.’’ And she actually tore 
off the poor little delicate thing’s back almost all her 
things, and told her to be off out of the house. 

Poor Betsinda huddled the cloak round her back, 
on which were embroidered the letters PRIN.... 
ROSAL . . and then came a great rent. 

As for the shoe, what was she to do with one poor 
little tootsey sandal? The string was still to it, so she 
hung it round her neck. 

“Won’t you give me a pair of shoes to go out 
in the snow, mum, if you please, mum?” cried the 
poor child. 

“No, you wicked beast!” says Gruffanuff, driving 
her along with the poker—driving her down the cold 
stairs—driving her through the cold hall—flinging her 
out into the cold street, so that the knocker itself shed 
tears to see her! 


THE ROSE AND. THE RING 59 


But a kind Fairy made the soft snow warm for her 
little feet, and she wrapped herself up in the ermine of 
her mantle, and was gone! 


“And now let us think about breakfast,” says the 
greedy Queen. 

“What dress shall I put on, mamma? the pink or 
the pea-green?”’ says Angelica. ‘‘ Which do you think 
the dear Prince will like best?” 

“Mrs. V.!”’ sings out the King from his dressing- 
room, “let us have sausages for breakfast! Remember 
we have Prince Bulbo staying with us!” 

And they all went to get ready. 

Nine o’clock came, and they were all in the break- 
fast-room, and no Prince Bulbo as yet. The urn was 
hissing and humming: the muffins were smoking— 
such a heap of muffins! the eggs were done: there was 
a pot of raspberry jam, and coffee, and a beautiful 
chicken and tongue on the side-table. Marmitonio 
the cook brought in the sausages. Oh, how nice they 
smelt! 

“Where is Bulbo?” said the King. “John, where is 
his Royal Highness?”’ 

John said he had a-took up his Roilighnessesses 
shaving-water, and his clothes and things, and he 
wasn’t in his room, which he sposed his Royliness was 
just stepped hout. 

“Stepped out before breakfast in the snow! Im- 
possible!’”’ says the King, sticking his fork into a 
sausage. ‘‘My dear, take one. Angelica, won’t. you 
have a saveloy?’”’ The Princess took one, being very 
fond of them; and at this moment Glumboso entered 
with Captain Hedzoff, both looking very much dis- 
turbed. “I am afraid your Majesty ”? cries Glum- 
boso. ‘‘No business before breakfast, Glum!” says the 
King. “Breakfast first, business next. Mrs. V., some 
more sugar!”’ 

‘Sire, I am afraid if we wait till after breakfast it 
will be too late,’’ says Glumboso. ‘‘ He—he—he’ll be 
hanged at half-past nine.” 

“Don’t talk about hanging and spoil my breakfast, 
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you unkind vulgar man you,’’ cried the Princess. 
“John, some mustard. Pray, who is to be hanged?”’ 

“Sire, it is the Prince,’ whispers Glumboso to the 
King. 

“Talk about business after breakfast, I tell you!” 
says His Majesty, quite sulky. 

“We shall have a war, Sire, depend on it,’”’ says the 
Minister. ‘‘His father, King Padella i 

“His father, King who?” says the King. “King 
Padella is not Giglio’s father. My brother, King 
Savio, was Giglio’s father.” 

“Tt’s Prince Bulbo they are hanging, Sire, not 
Prince Giglio,”’ says the Prime Minister. 

“You told me to hang the Prince, and I took the 
ugly one,’’ says Hedzoff. “I didn’t, of course, think 
your Majesty intended to murder your own flesh and 
blood!” 

The King for all reply flung the plate of sausages at 
Hedzoff’s head. ‘The Princess cried out, ‘‘ Hee-karee- 
karee!’’ and fell down in a fainting fit. 

““Turn the cock of the urn upon Her Royal Highness,” 
said the King, and the boiling water gradually revived 
her. His Majesty looked at his watch, compared it 
by the clock in the parlour, and by that of the church 
in the square opposite; then he wound it up; then he 
looked at it again. ‘‘The great question is,” says he, 
“am I fast or am I slow? Ii I’m slow, we may 
as well go on with breakfast. If I’m fast, why, 
there is just the possibility of saving Prince Bulbo. 
It’s a docsid awkward mistake, and upon my word, 
Hedzoff, I have the greatest mind to have you hanged 
too.” 

“Sire, I did but my duty: a soldier has but his 
orders. I didn’t expect, after forty-seven years of 
faithful service, that my sovereign would think of 
putting me to a felon’s death!”’ 

“A hundred thousand plagues upon you! Can’t 
you see that while you are talking my Bulbo is being 
hung?’’ screamed the Princess. 

“By Jove! she’s always right, that girl, and I’m so 
absent,” says the King, looking at his watch again, 
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“Hal Hark, there go the drums! What a doosid 
awkward thing though!” 

““O papa, you goose! Write the reprieve, and let 
me run down with it,”’ cries the Princess—and she got 
a sheet of paper, and pen and ink, and laid them before 
the King. 

“Confound it! Where are my spectacles?” the 
Monarch exclaimed. “Angelica! Go up into my bed- 
room, look under my pillow, not your mamma’s; 
there you’ll see my keys. Bring them down to me, 
and Well, well! what impetuous things these girls 
are!’’ Angelica was gone, and had run up panting to 
the bedroom and found the keys, and was back again 
before the King had finished a muffin. ‘‘Now, love,’’ 
says he, “‘you must go all the way back for my desk, in 
which my spectacles are. If you would but have heard 
me out Be hanged to her! There she is off again. 
Angelica! ANGELIcA!’’? .When His Majesty called in 
his loud voice, she knew she must obey, and came 
back. 

““My dear, when you go out of aroom, how often have 
I told you, shut the door? That’s a darling. That’s 
all.”’ At last the keys and the desk and the spectacles 
were got, and the King mended his pen, and signed his 
name to a reprieve, and Angelica ran with it as swift 
as the wind. ‘‘ You’d better stay, my love, and finish 
the muffins. There’s no use going. Be sure it’s too 
late. Hand me over that raspberry jam, please,”’ said 
the Monarch. ‘Bong! Bawong! There goes the half- 
hour. I knew it was.” 

Angelica ran, and ran, and ran, and ran. She ran 
up Fore Street, and down High Street, and through the 
Market-place, and down to the left, and over the bridge, 
and up the blind alley, and back again, and round by 
the castle, and so along by the haberdasher’s on the 
right, opposite the lamp-post, and round the square, 
and she came—she came to the execution place, where 
she saw Bulbo laying his head on the block!!! The 
executioner raised his axe, but at that moment the 
Princess came panting up and cried Reprieve. “Re- 
prieve!”’ screamed the Princess. ‘“Reprieve!’”’ shouted 
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all the people. Up the scaffold stairs she sprang, with 
the agility of a lighter of lamps; and flinging herself in 
Bulbo’s arms, regardless of all ceremony, she cried out, 
“O my Prince! my lord! my love! my Bulbo! Thine 
Angelica has been in time to save thy precious existence, 
sweet rose-bud; to prevent thy being nipped in thy 
young bloom! Had aught befallen thee, Angelica too 
had died, and welcomed death that joined her to her 
Bulbo.” 

‘‘H’m! there’s no accounting for tastes,’’ said Bulbo, 
looking so very much puzzled and uncomfortable, that 
the Princess, in tones of tenderest strain, asked the 
cause of his disquiet. 

“T tell you what it is, Angelica,’’ said he: “since I 
came here, yesterday, there has been such a row, and 
disturbance, and quarrelling, and fighting, and chopping 
of heads off, and the deuce to pay, that I am inclined 
to go back to Crim Tartary.”’ 

“But with me as thy bride my Bulbo! Though 
wherever thou art is Crim Tartary to me, my bold, 
my beautiful, my Bulbo!”’ 

“Well, well, I suppose we must be married,” says 
Bulbo. ‘Doctor, you came to read the Funeral Service 
—read the Marriage Service, will you? What must be, 
must. That will satisfy Angelica,. and then, in the 
name of peace and quietness, do let us go back to 
breakfast.” 

Bulbo had carried a rose in his mouth all the time 
of the dismal ceremony. It was a fairy rose, and he 
was told by his mother that he ought never to part 
with it. So he had kept it between his teeth, even 
when he laid his poor head upon the block, hoping © 
vaguely that some chance would turn up in his favour. 
As he began to speak to Angelica, he forgot about the 
rose, and of course it dropped out of his mouth. The 
romantic Princess instantly stooped and seized it. 
“Sweet rose!”’ she exclaimed, ‘“‘that bloomed upon my 
Bulbo’s lips, never, never will I part from thee!” and 
she placed it in her bosom. And you know Bulbo 
couldn’t ask her to give the rose back again. And they 
went to breakfast; and as they walked, it appeared to 
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Bulbo that Angelica became more exquisitely lovely 
every moment. 

He was frantic until they were married; and now, 
strange to say, it was Angelica who didn’t care about 
him! He knelt down, he kissed her hand, he prayed 
and begged; he cried with admiration; whilst she for 
her part said she really thought they might wait: it 
seemed to her he was not handsome any more—no, 
not at all; quite the reverse: and not clever; no, very 
stupid: and not well-bred, like Giglio; no, onthecontrary, 
dreadfully vul 

What, I cannot say, for King Valoroso roared out 
“Pooh, stuff!’’ in a terrible voice. ‘“‘ We will have no 
more of this shilly-shallying! Call the Archbishop, and 
let the Prince and Princess be married off-hand!’’ 

So, married they were, and I am sure for my part I 
trust they will be happy. 


XII 
HOW BETSINDA FLED, AND WHAT BECAME OF HER 


BETSINDA wandered on and on, till she passed through 
the town gates, and so on the great Crim Tartary road, 
the very way on which Giglio too was going. “Ah!’’ 
thought she, as the diligence passed her, of which the 
conductor was blowing a delightful tune on his horn, 
“how I should like to be on that coach!”’ But the coach 
and the jingling horses were very soon gone. She 
little knew who was in it, though very likely she was 
thinking of him all the time. 

Then came an empty cart, returning from market; 
and the driver being a kind man, and seeing such a very 
pretty girl trudging along the road with bare feet, most 
good-naturedly gave her a seat. He said he lived on 
the confines of the forest, where his old father was a 
woodman, and, if she liked, he would take her so far 
on herroad. All roads were the same to little Betsinda, 
so she very thankfully took this one. 

And the carter put a cloth round her bare feet, and 
gave her some bread and cold bacon, and was very 
kind to her. For all that she was very cold and 
melancholy. When after travelling on and on, evening 
came, and all the black pines were bending with snow, 
and there, at last, was the comfortable light beaming 
in the woodman’s windows; and so they arrived, and 
went into his cottage. He was an old man, and had a 
number of children, who were just at supper, with 
nice hot bread-and-milk, when their elder brother 
arrived with the cart. And they jumped and clapped 
their hands; for they were good children; and he had 
brought them toys from the town. And when they 
saw the pretty stranger, they ran to her, and brought 
her to the fire, and rubbed her poor little feet, and 
brought her bread-and-milk. 


64 


THE ROSE AND THE RING 65 


“Look, father!” they said to the old woodman, “look 
at this poor girl, and see what pretty cold feet she has. 
They are as white as our milk! And look and see what 
an odd cloak she has, just like the bit of velvet that 
hangs up in our cupboard, and which you found that 
day the little cubs were killed by King Padella, in the 
forest! And look, why, bless us all! she has got round 
her neck just such another little shoe as that you 
brought home, and have shown us so often—a little 
blue velvet shoe!”’ 

“What,’’ said the old woodman—“ What is all this 
about a shoe and a cloak?” ; 

And Betsinda explained that she had been left, 
when quite a little child, at the town with this cloak 
and this shoe. And the persons who had taken care of 
her had—had been angry with her, for no fault, she 
hoped, of her own. And they had sent her away with 
her old clothes—and here, in fact, she was. She 
remembered having been in a forest—and perhaps it 
was a dream—it was so very odd and strange—having 
lived in a cave with lions there; and, before that, 
having lived in a very, very fine house, as fine as the 
King’s in the town. 3 

When the woodman heard this he was so astonished, 
it was quite curious to see how astonished he was. He 
went to his cupboard, and took out of a stocking a 
five-shilling piece of King Cavolfiore, and vowed it 
was exactly like the young woman. And then he 
produced the shoe and the piece of velvet which he had 
kept so long, and compared them with the things 
which Betsinda wore. In Betsinda’s little shoe was 
written, ‘‘Hopkins, maker to the Royal Family;” so 
in the other shoe was written, ‘“‘Hopkins, maker to the 
Royal Family.”’ In the inside of Betsinda’s piece of 
cloak was embroidered, “‘PRIN ROSAL;”’ in the other 
piece of cloak was embroidered ‘‘cess BA. No. 246.” 
So that when put together, you read, ‘PRINCESS ROSALBA. 
No. 246.”’ 

On seeing this, the dear old woodman fell down on 
his knee, saying: ‘‘O my princess, O my gracious royal 
lady, O my rightful Queen of Crim Tartary—I hail thee 
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—I acknowledge thee—I do thee homage!”” Andin token 
of his fealty, he rubbed his venerable nose three times 
on the ground, and put the princess’s foot on his head. 

“Why,” said she, “my good woodman, you must be 
a nobleman of my royal father’s Court!”’ For in her 
lowly retreat, and under the name of Betsinda, HER 
MasEsty, RosaLBaA, Queen of Crim Tartary, had read 
of the customs of all foreign courts and nations. 

“Marry, indeed am I, my gracious liege—the poor 
Lord Spinachi once, the humble woodman these fifteen 
years syne—ever since the tyrant Padella (may ruin 
overtake the treacherous knave!) dismissed me from my 
post of First Lord.”’ 

“First Lord of the Toothpick and Joint Keeper of 
the Snuff-box? I mind me! Thou heldest these posts 
under our royal Sire. They are restored to thee, Lord 
Spinachi! I make thee knight of the second class of 
our Order of the Pumpkin (the first class being reserved 
for crowned heads alone). Rise, Marquis of Spinachi!”’ 
And with indescribable majesty, the Queen, who had 
no sword handy, waved the pewter spoon, with which 
she had been taking her bread-and-milk, over the bald 
head of the old nobleman, whose tears absolutely made 
a puddle on the ground, and whose dear children went 
to bed that night Lords and Ladies Bartolomeo, Ubaldo, 
Catarina, and Ottavia degli Spinachi! 

The acquaintance HER Masesty showed with the 
history and noble families of her empire, was wonderful. 
“The House of Broccoli should remain faithful to us,’’ 
she said; ‘“‘they were ever welcome at our Court. Have 
the Articiocchi, as was their wont, turned to the Rising 
Sun? The family of Sauerkraut must sure be with 
us—they were ever welcome in the halls of King 
Cavolfiore.”” And so she went on enumerating quite a 
list of the nobility and gentry of Crim Tartary, so 
admirably had Her Majesty profited by her studies while 
in exile. 

The old Marquis of Spinachi said he could answer 
for them all: that the whole country groaned under 
Padella’s tyranny, and longed to return to its rightful 
sovereign; and late as it was, he sent his children, who 
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knew the forest well, to summon this nobleman and 
that; and when his eldest son, who had been rubbing 
the horse down and giving him his supper, came into 
the house for his own, the Marquis told him to put his 
boots on, and a saddle on the mare, and ride hither 
and thither to such and such people. 

When the young man heard who his companion in 
the cart had been, he too knelt down and put her 
royal foot on his head; he too bedewed the ground 
with his tears; he was frantically in love with her, as 
everybody now was who saw her: so were the young 
Lords Bartolomeo and Ubaldo, who punched each 
other’s little heads out of jealousy: and so, when they 
came from east and west at the summons of the Marquis 
degli Spinachi, were the Crim Tartar Lords who still 
remained faithful to the House of Cavolfiore. They 
were such very old gentlemen for the most part, that 
Her Majesty never suspected their absurd passion, and 
went among them quite unaware of the havoc her 
beauty was causing, until an old blind lord who had 
joined her party told her what the truth was; after 
which, for fear of making the people too much in love 
with her, she always wore a veil. She went about 
privately, from one nobleman’s castle to another: and 
they visited amongst themselves again, and had meetings, 
and composed proclamations and counter-proclamations, 
and distributed all the best places of the kingdom 
amongst one another, and selected who of the opposition 
party should be executed when the Queen came to her 
own. And so in about a year they were ready to move. 

The party of Fidelity was in truth composed of very 
feeble old fogies for the most part: they went about 
the country waving their old swords and flags, and 
calling, “God save the Queen!” and King Padella 
happening to be absent upon an invasion, they had 
their own way for a little, and to be sure the people 
were very enthusiastic whenever they saw the Queen; 
otherwise the vulgar took matters very quietly—for, 
they said, as far as they could recollect, they were 
pretty well as much taxed in Cavolfiore’s time as now 
in Padella’s. 


XIII 


HOW QUEEN ROSALBA CAME TO THE CASTLE OF THE 
BOLD COUNT HOGGINARMO 


Her Masesty, having indeed nothing else to give, 
made all her followers Knights of the Pumpkin, and 
Marquises, Earls, and Baronets; and they had a little 
court for her, and made her a little crown of gilt paper, 
and a robe of cotton velvet; and they quarrelled about 
the places to be given away in her court, and about 
rank and precedence and dignities—you can’t think 
how they quarrelled! The poor Queen was very tired 
of her honours before she had had them a month, and 
I dare say sighed sometimes even to be a lady’s-maid 
again. But we must all do our duty in our respective 
stations, so the Queen resigned herself to perform hers. 

We have said how it happened that none of the 
Usurper’s troops came out to oppose this Army of 
Fidelity: it pottered along as nimbly as the gout 
of the principal commanders allowed: it consisted of 
twice as many officers as soldiers: and at length passed 
near the estates of one of the most powerful noblemen 
of the country, who had not declared for the Queen, 
but of whom her party had hopes, as he was always 
quarrelling with King Padella. 

When they came close to his park gates, this noble- 
man sent to say he would wait upon Her Majesty: 
he was a most powerful warrior, and his name was 
Count Hogginarmo, whose helmet it took two strong 
negroes to carry. He knelt down before her and said, 
“‘Madame and liege lady! it becomes the great nobles 
of the Crimean realm to show every outward sign of 
respect to the wearer of the Crown, whoever that may 
be. We testify to our own nobility in acknowledging 


68 


THE ROSE AND THE RING 69 


yours. The bold Hogginarmo bends the knee to the 
first of the aristocracy of his country.”” 

Rosalba said the bold Count of Hogginarmo was 
uncommonly kind; but she felt afraid of him, even 
while he was kneeling, and his eyes scowled at her 
from between his whiskers, which grew up to them. 

“The first Count of the Empire, madame,” he went 
on, “salutes the Sovereign. The Prince addresses him- 
self to the not more noble lady! Madam, my hand is 
free, and I offer it, and my heart and my sword, to 
your service! My three wives lie buried in my ances- 
tral vaults. The third perished but a year since; and 
this heart pines for a consort! Deign to be mine, and I 
swear to bring to your bridal table the head of King 
Padella, the eyes and nose of his son Prince Bulbo, 
the right hand and ears of the usurping Sovereign of 
Paflagonia, which country shall henceforth be an 
appanage to your—to our Crown! Say yes; Hoggin- 
armo is not accustomed to be denied. Indeed, I cannot 
contemplate the possibility of a refusal; for frightful 
will be the result; dreadful the murders; furious the 
devastations; horrible the tyranny, tremendous the 
tortures, misery, taxation, which the people of this 
realm will endure, if Hogginarmo’s wrath be aroused! 
I see consent in your Majesty’s lovely eyes—their 
glances fill my soul with rapture!’ 

“Oh, sir!”’ Rosalba said, withdrawing her hand in 
great fright. “Your lordship is exceedingly kind; but 
I am sorry to tell you that I have a prior attachment 
to a young gentleman by the name of—Prince—Giglio 
—and never—-never can marry any one but him.” 

Who can describe Hogginarmo’s wrath at this 
remark? Rising up from the ground, he ground his 
teeth so that fire flashed out of his mouth, from which 
at the same time issued remarks and language, so loud, 
violent, and improper, that this pen shall never repeat 
them! ‘“R-r-r-r-r—rejected! Fiends and _ perdition! 
The bold Hogginarmo rejected! All the world shall 
hear of my rage; and you, madam, you above all shall 
rue it!” And kicking the two negroes before him, he 
rushed away, his whiskers streaming in the wind. 
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Her Majesty’s Privy Council was in a dreadful panic 
when they saw Hogginarmo issue from the royal presence 
in such a towering rage, making footballs of the poor 
negroes—a panic which the events justified. They 
marched off from Hogginarmo’s park very crest-fallen; 
and in another half-hour they were met by that 
rapacious chieftain with a few of his followers, who cut, 
slashed, charged, whacked, banged, and pommelled 
amongst them, took the Queen prisoner, and drove the 
Army of Fidelity to I don’t know where. 

Poor Queen! Hogginarmo, her conqueror, would 
not condescend to see her. ‘“‘Get a horse-van!”’ he 
said to his grooms, “clap the hussey into it, and send 
her, with my compliments, to His Majesty King Padella.” 

Along with his lovely prisoner, Hogginarmo sent a 
letter full of servile compliments and loathsome flatteries 
to King Padella, for whose life, and that of his royal 
family, the hypocritical humbug pretended to offer the 
most fulsome prayers. And Hogginarmo promised 
speedily to pay his humble homage at his august master’s 
throne, of which he begged leave to be counted the most 
loyal and constant defender. Such a wary old bird as 
King Padella was not to be caught by Master Hoggin- 
armo’s chaff, and we shall hear presently how the tyrant 
treated his upstart vassal. No, no; depend on’t, two 
such rogues do not trust one another. 

So this poor Queen was laid in the straw like Margery 
Daw, and driven along in the dark ever so many miles 
to the Court, where King Padella had now arrived, 
having vanquished all his enemies, murdered most of 
them, and brought some of the richest into captivity 
with him for the purpose of torturing them and finding 
out where they had hidden their money. 

Rosalba heard their shrieks and groans in the 
dungeon in which she was thrust: a most awful black 
hole, full of bats, rats, mice, toads, frogs, mosquitoes, 
bugs, fleas, serpents, and every kind of horror. No 
light was let into it, otherwise the jailers might have 
seen her and fallen in love with her, as an owl that lived 
up in the roof of the tower did, and a cat, you know, 
who can see in the dark, and having set its green eyes 
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on Rosalba, never would be got to go back to the turn- 
key’s wife to whom it belonged. And the toads in the 
dungeon came and kissed her feet, and the vipers 
wound round her neck and arms, and never hurt her, 
so charming was this poor Princess in the midst of her 
misfortunes. 

At last, after she had been kept in this place ever 
so long, the door of the dungeon opened, and the terrible 
Kine PADELLA came in. 

But what he said and did must be reserved for 
another chapter, and we must now back to Prince 
Giglio. 


XIV 
WHAT BECAME OF GIGLIO 


Tus idea of marrying such an old creature as Gruffanuff 
frightened Prince Giglio so, that he ran up to his room, 
packed his trunks, fetched in a couple of porters, and 
was off to the diligence office in a twinkling. 

It was well that he was so quick in his operations, 
did not dawdle over his luggage, and took the early 
coach: for as soon as the mistake about Prince Bulbo 
was found out, that cruel Glumboso sent up a couple 
of policemen to Prince Giglio’s room, with orders that 
he should be carried to Newgate, and his head taken 
off before twelve o’clock. But the coach was out of 
the Paflagonian dominions before two o’clock; and I 
dare say the express that was sent after Prince Giglio 
did not ride very quick, for many people in Paflagonia 
had a regard for Giglio, as the son of their old sovereign: 
a prince who, with all his weaknesses, was very much 
better than his brother, the usurping, lazy, careless, 
passionate, tyrannical reigning monarch. That Prince 
busied himself with the balls, fétes, masquerades, 
hunting-parties and so forth, which he thought proper 
to give on occasion of his daughter’s marriage to Prince 
Bulbo; and let us trust was not sorry in his own heart 
that his brother’s son had escaped the scaffold. 

It was very cold weather, and the snow was on the 
ground, and Giglio, who gave his name as simple Mr. 
Giles, was very glad to get a comiortable place in the 
coupé of the diligence, where he sat with the conductor 
and another gentleman. At the first stage from Blom- 
bodinga, as they stopped to change horses, there came 
up to the diligence a very ordinary, vulgar-looking 
woman, with a bag under her arm, who asked for a 
place. All the inside places were taken, and the young 
woman was informed that if she wished to travel, she 
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must go upon the roof; and the passenger inside with 
Giglio (a rude person, I should think), put his head out 
of the window and said, ‘Nice weather for travelling 
outside! I wish you a pleasant journey, my dear.” 
The poor woman coughed very much, and Giglio pitied 
her. “TI will give up my place to her,” says he, ‘‘rather 
than she should travel in the cold air with that horrid 
cough.” On which the vulgar traveller said, “ You’d 
keep her warm, I am sure, if it’s a muff she wants.” On 
which Giglio pulled his nose, boxed his ears, hit him in 
the eye, and gave this vulgar person a warning never to 
call him muff again. 

Then he sprang up gaily on to the roof of the diligence, 
and made himself very comfortable in the straw. The 
vulgar traveller got down only at the next station, and 
Giglio took his place again, and talked to the person 
next to him. She appeared to be the most agreeable, 
well-informed, and entertaining female. They travelled 
together till night, and she gave Giglio all sorts of things 
out of the bag which she carried, and which indeed 
seemed to contain the most wonderful collection of 
articles. He was thirsty—out there came a pint-bottle 
of Bass’s pale ale, and a silver mug! Hungry—she 
took out a cold fowl, some slices of ham, bread, salt, ; 
and a most delicious piece of cold plum-pudding, and a 
little glass of brandy afterwards. 

As they travelled, this plain-looking, queer woman 
talked to Giglio on a variety of subjects, in which the 
poor Prince showed his ignorance as much as she did 
her capacity. He owned, with many blushes, how 
ignorant he was: on which the lady said, “My dear 
Gigl—my good Mr. Giles, you are a young man, and 
have plenty of time before you. You have nothing to do 
but to improve yourself. Who knows but that you may 
find use for your knowledge some day—when—when— 
when you may be wanted at home, as some people may be.” 

“Good Heavens, madam!” says he, “do you know 
eave 

“T know a number of funny things,’’ says the lady. 
““T have been at some people’s christenings, and turned 
away from other folks’ doors. I have seen some people 
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spoilt by good fortune, and others, as I hope, improved 
by hardship. I advise you to stay at the town where 
the coach stops for the night. Stay there and study, 
and remember your old friend to whom you were kind.” 

“And who is my old friend?” asked Giglio. 

“When you want anything,” says the lady, “look in 
this bag, which I leave to you as a present, and be 
grateful to a 

“To whom, madam?” says he. 

“To the Fairy Blackstick,” says the lady, flying out 
of the window. And when Giglio asked the conductor 
if he knew where the lady was— 

‘““What lady?” says the man. “There has been no 
lady in this coach, except the old woman who got out 
at the last stage.”” And Giglio thought he had been 
dreaming. But there was the bag which Blackstick 
had given him lying on his lap; and when he came to 
the town he took it in his hand and went into the inn. 

They gave him a very bad bedroom, and Giglio, 
when he woke in the morning, fancying himself in 
the Royal Palace at home, called “John, Charles, 
Thomas! My chocolate—my dressing-gown — my 
slippers;’’ but nobody came. There was no bell, so he 
went and bawled out for waiter on the top of the stairs. 

The landlady came up, looking—looking like this— 


“What are you a-hollaring and a-bellaring for here, 
young man?”’ says she. 

“There’s no warm water—no servants; my boots 
are not even cleaned.”’ 
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“He! he! Clean ’em yourself,” says the landlady. 
“You young students give yourselves pretty airs. I 
never heard such impudence.”’ 

“Tl quit the house this instant,” says Giglio. 

“The sooner the better, young man. Pay your bill 
and be off. All my rooms is wanted for gentlefolks, 
and not for such as you.” 

“You may well keep the ‘Bear Inn,’” said Giglio. 
“You should have yourself painted as the sign.” 

The landlady of the ‘Bear’? went away growling. 
And Giglio returned to his room, where the first thing 
he saw was the fairy bag lying on the table, which 
seemed to give a little hop as he came in. “I hope it 
has some breakfast in it,”’ says Giglio, “for I have only 
a very little money left.”” But on opening the bag, 
what do you think was there? A blacking-brush and 
a pot of Warren’s jet, and on the pot was written— 


Poor young men their boots must black: 
Use me and cork me and put me back. 


So Giglio laughed and blacked his boots, and put back 
the brush and the bottle into the bag. 

When he had done dressing himself, the bag 
gave another little hop, and he went to it and took 
out— 

1. A table-cloth and a napkin. 

2. A sugar-basin full of the best loaf-sugar. 

4, 6, 8, 10. Two forks, two teaspoons, two knives, 
and a pair of sugar-tongs, and a butter-knife, all 
marked G. 

11, 12, 13. A teacup, saucer, and slop-basin. 

14. A jug full of delicious cream. 

15. A canister with black tea and green. 

16. A large tea-urn and boiling water. 

17. A saucepan, containing three eggs nicely done. 

18. A quarter of a pound of best Epping butter. 

19. A brown loaf. 

And if he hadn’t enough now for a good breakfast, 
I should like to know who ever had one? 

Giglio, having had his breakfast, popped all the 
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things back into the bag, and went out looking for 
lodgings. I forgot to say that this celebrated university 
town was called Bosforo. 

He took a modest lodging opposite the schools, 
paid his bill at the inn, and went to his apartment, 
with his trunk, carpet-bag, and not forgetting, we may 
be sure, his other bag. 


When he opened his trunk, which the day before 
he had filled with his best clothes, he found it con- 
tained only books. And in the first of them which he 
opened there was written— 


Clothes for the back, books for the head: 
Read, and remember them when they are read. 


And in his bag, when Giglio looked in it, he found a 
student’s cap and gown, a writing-book full of paper, 
an inkstand, pens, and a Johnson’s dictionary, which 
was very useful to him, as his spelling had been sadly 
neglected. 

So he sat down and worked away, very, very hard, 
for a whole year, during which “Mr. Giles”’ was quite 
an example to all the students in the University of 
Bosforo. He never got into any riots or disturbances. 
The professors all spoke well of him, and the students 
liked him too; so that when at examination he took 
all the prizes, viz.:— 


The Spelling Prize The French Prize 
The Writing Prize The Arithmetic Prize 
The History Prize The Latin Prize 


The Catechism Prize The Good Conduct Prize, 


all his fellow-students said, “Hurray! Hurray for 
Giles! Giles is the boy—the student’s joy! Hurray 
for Giles!”’ And he brought quite a quantity of medals, 
crowns, books, and tokens of distinction home to his 
lodgings. 

One day after the examinations, as he was diverting 
himself at a coffee-house with two friends—(Did I tell 
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you that in his bag, every Saturday night, he found - 
just enough to pay his bills, with a guinea over for 
pocket-money! Didn’t I tell you? Well, he did, as 
sure as twice twenty makes forty-five)—he chanced 
to look in the Bosforo Chronicle, and read off quite 
easily (for he could spell, read, and write the longest 
words now) the following— 

“ROMANTIC CIRCUMSTANCE.—-One of the most extra- 
ordinary adventures that we have ever heard has set 
the neighbouring country of Crim Tartary in a state of 
great excitement. 

“It wili be remembered that when the present 
revered sovereign of Crim Tartary, His Majesty King 
Padelia, took possession of the throne, after having 
vanquished, in the terrific battle of Blunderbusco, the 
late King Cavolfiore, that Prince’s only child, the 
Princess Rosalba, was not found in the royal palace, 
of which King Padella took possession, and, it was 
said, had strayed into the forest (being abandoned by 
all her attendants), where she had been eaten up by 
those ferocious lions, the last pair of which were cap- 
tured some time since, and brought to the Tower, after 
killing several hundred persons. 

“His Majesty King Padella, who has the kindest 
heart in the world, was grieved at the accident which 
had occurred to the harmless little Princess, for whom 
His Majesty’s known benevolence would certainly 
have provided a fitting establishment. But her death 
seemed to be certain. The mangled remains of a cloak, 
and a little shoe, were found in the forest, during a 
hunting-party, in which the intrepid sovereign of 
Crim Tartary slew two of the lion’s cubs with his own 
spear. And these interesting relics of an innocent 
little creature were carried home and kept by their 
finder, the Baron Spinachi, formerly an officer in 
Cavolfiore’s household. The Baron was disgraced in 
consequence of his known legitimist opinions, and has 
lived for some time, in the humble capacity of a wood- 
cutter, in a forest on the outskirts of the Kingdom of 
Crim Tartary. 

“Last Tuesday week Baron Spinachi and a number 
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of gentlemen attached to the former dynasty appeared 
in arms, crying, ‘God save Rosalba, the First Queen 
of Crim Tartary!’? and surrounding a lady whom 
report describes as ‘beautiful exceedingly.’ Her history 
may be authentic, is certainly most romantic. 

“The personage calling herself Rosalba states that 
she was brought out of the forest, fifteen years since, 
by a lady in a car drawn by dragons (this account is 
certainly improbable), that she was left in the Palace 
Garden of Blombodinga, where Her Royal Highness 
Princess Angelica, now married to His Royal Highness 
Bulbo, Crown Prince of Crim Tartary, found the child, 
and, with that elegant benevolence which has always 
distinguished the heiress of the throne of Paflagonia, 
gave the little outcast a shelter and a home! Her 
parentage not being known, and her garb very humble, 
the foundling was educated in the Palace in a menial 
capacity, under the name of Betsinda. 

“She did not give satisfaction, and was dismissed, 
carrying with her, certainly, part of a mantle and a 
shoe which she had on when first found. According 
to her statement she quitted Blombodinga about a 
year ago, since which time she has been with the 
Spinachi family. On the very same morning the 
Prince Giglio, nephew to the King of Paflagonia, a 
young Prince whose character for talent and order were, 
to say truth, none of the highest, also quitted Blom- 
bodinga, and has not been since heard of!” 

“What an extraordinary story!’’ said Smith and 
Jones, two young students, Giglio’s especial friends. 

“Hal! what is this?’’ Giglio went on, reading— 

“SECOND EDITION, ExpREsSs.—We hear that the 
troop under Baron Spinachi has been surrounded, and 
utterly routed, by General Count Hogginarmo, and the 
soi-distant Princess is sent a prisoner to the capital. 

“UNIVERSITY NeEws.—Yesterday, at the Schools, 
the distinguished young student, Mr. Giles, read a Latin 
oration, and was complimented by the Chancellor of 
Bosforo, Dr. Prugnaro, with the highest University 
honour—the wooden spoon.” 

‘‘Never mind that stuff,’ says Giles, greatly dis- 
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turbed. “Come home with me, my friends. Gallant 
Smith! intrepid Jones! friends of my studies—partakers 
of my academic toils—I have that to tell shall astonish 
your honest minds.” 

“Go it, old boy!” cried the impetuous Smith. 

“Talk away, my buck!”’ says Jones, a lively fellow. 

With an air of indescribable dignity, Giglio checked 
their natural, but no more seemly, familiarity. ‘‘ Jones, 
Smith, my good friends,” said the Princz, “disguise is 
henceforth useless; I am no more the humble student 
Giles, I am the descendant of a royal line.” 

“Atavis edite regibus. I know, old co »’ cried 
Jones. He was going to say “old cock,” but a flash 
from the ROYAL EYE again awed him. 

“Friends,”’ continued the Prince, “‘I am that Giglio: 
I am, in fact, Paflagonia. Rise, Smith, and kneel not 
in the public street. Jones, thou true heart! My 
faithless uncle, when I was a baby, filched from me that 
brave crown my father left me, bred me, also young and 
careless of my rights, like unto hapless Hamlet, Prince 
of Denmark; and had I any thought about my wrongs, 
soothed me with promises of near redress. I should 
espouse his daughter, young Angelica; we two indeed 
should reign in Paflagonia. His words were false—false 
as Angelica’s heart—false as Angelica’s hair, colour, 
front teeth! She looked with her skew eyes upon young 
Bulbo, Crim Tartary’s stupid heir, and she preferred 
him. ’Twas then I turned my eyes upon Betsinda— 
Rosalba, as she now is. And I saw in her the blushing 
sum of all perfection; the pink of maiden modesty; the 
nymph that my fond heart had ever woo’d in dreams,” 
etc., etc. 

(I don’t give this speech, which was very fine, but 
very long; and though Smith and Jones knew nothing 
about the circumstances, my dear reader does: so I 
go on.) 

The Prince and his young friends hastened home to 
his apartment, highly excited by the intelligence, as 
no doubt by the royal narrator’s admirable manner of 
recounting it; and they ran up to his room, where he 
had worked so hard at his books. 


80 THE ROSE AND THE RING 


On his writing-table was his bag, grown so long that 
the Prince could not help remarking it. He went to 
it, opened it, and what do you think he found in it? 

A splendid long gold-handled, red-velvet-scabbarded 
cut-and-thrust sword, and on the sheath was em- 
broidered, ““ROSALBA FOR EVER!” 

He drew out the sword, which flashed and illumin- 
ated the whole room, and called out “ Rosalba for ever!” 
Smith and Jones following him, but quite respectfully 
this time, and taking the time from His Royal Highness. 

And now his trunk opened with a sudden pong, and 
out there came three ostrich feathers in a gold crown, 
surrounding a beautiful shining steel helmet, a cuirass, 
a pair of spurs, finally a complete suit of armour. 

The books on Giglio’s shelves were all gone. Where 
there had been some great dictionaries, Giglio’s friends 
found two pairs of jack-boots labelled “Lieutenant 
Simithegeen Jones, Esq.,’’ which fitted them to a 
nicety. Besides, there were helmets, back and breast 
plates, swords, etc., just like in Mr. G. P. R. James’s 
novels; and that evening three cavaliers might have 
been seen issuing from the gates of Bosforo, in whom the 
porters, proctors, etc., never thought of recognising 
the young Prince and his friends. 

They got horses at a livery-stable-keeper’s, and 
never drew bridle until they reached the last town on 
the frontier before you come to Crim Tartary. Here, 
as their animals were tired, and the cavaliers hungry, 
they stopped and refreshed at an hostel. I could make 
a chapter of this if I were like some writers, but I like 
to cram my measure tight down, you see, and give you 
a great deal for your money. And, in a word, they had 
some bread-and-cheese and ale upstairs on the balcony 
ofthe inn. As they were drinking, drums and trumpets 
sounded nearer and nearer, the market-place was 
filled with soldiers, and His Royal Highness looking 
forth, recognised the Paflagonian banners, and the 
Paflagonian national air which the bands were playing. 

The troops all made for the tavern at once, and as 
they came, Giglio exclaimed, on beholding their leader, 
“Whom do I see? Yes—no! It is, itis—Phoo! No, 
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it can’t be! Yes! it is my friend, my gallant, faithful 
veteran, Captain Hedzofi! Ho, Hedzoff! MKnowest 
thou not thy Prince, thy Giglio? Good Corporal, 
methinks we once were friends. Ha, Sergeant, an my 
memory serves me right, we have had many a bout at 
singlestick.’’ 

“Y’ faith, we have a many, good my lord,” says the 
Sergeant. 

“Tell me what means this mighty armament,” 
continued His Royal Highness from the balcony, “and 
whither march my Paflagonians?”’ 

Hedzofi’s head fell. ‘My lord,” he said, “‘we march 
as the allies of great Padella, Crim Tartary’s monarch.” 

“Crim Tartary’s usurper, gallant Hedzoff! Crim 
Tartary’s grim tyrant, honest Hedzoff!’’ said the 
Prince, on the balcony, quite sarcastically. 

““A soldier, Prince, must needs obey his orders: 
mine are to help His Majesty Padella. And also 
(though alack that I should say it!) to seize wherever 
I should light upon him ste 

“First catch your hare! ha, Hedzoff!’’ exclaimed 
His Royal Highness. 

“—-On the body of Giglio, whilome Prince of 
Paflagonia,’?’ Hedzoff went on, with indescribable 
emotion. ‘“‘My Prince, give up your sword without 
ado. Look! we are thirty thousand men to one!” 

“Give up my sword! Giglio give up his sword!” 
cried the Prince; and stepping well forward on to the 
balcony, the royal youth, without preparation, delivered 
a speech so magnificent, that no report can do justice 
to it. It was all in blank verse (in which from this 
time, he invariably spoke, as more becoming his 
majestic station). It lasted for three days and three 
nights, during which not a single person who heard 
him was tired, or remarked the difference between 
daylight and dark. The soldiers only cheering tre- 
mendously when occasionally—once in nine hours— 
the Prince paused to suck an orange, which Jones 
took out of the bag. He explained, in terms which we 
say we shall not attempt to convey, the whole history 
of the previous transaction, and his determination not 
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only not to give up his sword, but to assume his rightful 
crown; and at the end of this extraordinary, this truly 
gigantic effort, Captain Hedzoff flung up his helmet and 
cried, ‘“‘Hurray! Hurray! Long live King Giglio!’ 

Such were the consequences of having employed 
his time well at college! 

When the excitement had ceased, beer was ordered 
out for the army, and their Sovereign himself did not 
disdain a little! And now it was with some alarm that 
Captain Hedzoff told him his division was only the ad- 
vance guard of the Paflagonian contingent hastening to 
King Padella’s aid—the main force being a day’s march 
in the rear under His Royal Highness Prince Bulbo. 

“We will wait here, good friend, to beat the Prince,” 
His Majesty said, “and then will make his royal Father 
wince.” 


XV 
WE RETURN TO ROSALBA 


Kine PADELLA made very similar proposals to Rosalba 
to those which she had received from the various 
Princes who, as we have seen, had fallen in love with 
her. His Majesty was a widower, and offered to marry 
his fair captive that instant, but she declined his 
invitation in her usual polite gentle manner, stating 
that Prince Giglio was her love, and that any other 
union was out of the question. Having tried tears and 
supplications in vain, this violent-tempered monarch 
menaced her with threats and tortures; but she declared 
she would rather suffer all these than accept the hand 
of her father’s murderer, who left her finally, uttering 
the most awful imprecations, and bidding her prepare 
for death on the following morning. 

All night long the King spent in advising how he 
should get rid of this obdurate young creature. Cutting 
off her head was much too easy a death for her; hang- 
ing was so common in His Majesty’s dominions that 
it no longer afforded him any sport; finally, he be- 
thought himself of a pair of fierce lions which had 
lately been sent to him as presents, and he determined, 
with these ferocious brutes, to hunt poor Rosalba 
down. Adjoining his castle was an amphitheatre 
where the Prince indulged in bull-baiting, rat-hunting, 
and other ferocious sports. The two lions were kept 
in a cage under this place; their roaring might be 
heard over the whole city, the inhabitants of which, 
I am sorry to say, thronged in numbers to see a poor 
young lady gobbled up by two wild beasts. 

The King took his place in the royal box, having the 
officers of the Court around and the Count Hogginarmo 
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by his side, upon whom His Majesty was observed to 
look very fiercely: the fact is, royal spies had told the 
monarch of Hogginarmo’s behaviour, his proposals to 
Rosalba, and his offer to fight for the crown. Black 
as thunder looked King Padella at this proud noble, 
as they sat in the front seats of the theatre waiting to 
see the tragedy whereof poor Rosalba was to be the 
heroine. 

At length that Princess was brought out in her 
night-gown, with all her beautiful hair falling down her 
back, and locking so pretty that even the beef-eaters 
and keepers of the wild animals wept plentifully at 
seeing her. And she walked with her poor little feet 
(only luckily the arena was covered with saw-dust), 
and went and leaned up against a great stone in the 
centre of the amphitheatre, round which the Court and 
the people were seated in boxes, with bars before them, 
for fear of the great, fierce, red-maned, black-throated, 
long-tailed, roaring, bellowing, rushing lions. 

And now the gates were opened, and with a “ Wurra- 
walrurawarar!’’ two great lean, hungry, roaring lions 
rushed out of their den, where they had been kept 
for three weeks on nothing but a little toast-and- 
water, and dashed straight up to the stone where poor 
Rosalba was waiting. Commend her to your patron 
saints, all you kind people, for she is in a dreadful 
state. 

There was a hum and a buzz all through the circus, 
and the fierce King Padella even felt a little compassion. 
But Count Hogginarmo, seated by His Majesty, roared 
out, “Hurray! Now forit! Sco-soo-soe!’ that noble- 
man being uncommonly angry still at Rosalba’s refusak 
of him. 

But, O strange event! O remarkable circumstance! 
O extraordinary coincidence, which I am sure none of 
you could by any possibility have divined! When the 
lions came to Rosalba, instead of devouring her with 
their great teeth, it was with kisses they gobbled her 
up! They licked her pretty feet, they nuzzled their 
noses in her lap, thy moo’d, they seemed to say, ‘“‘ Dear, 
dear sister, don’t you recollect your brothers in the 
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forest?’? And she put her pretty white arms round 
their tawny necks, and kissed them. 

King Padella was immensely astonished. The Count 
Hogginarmo was extremely disgusted. “Pooh!” the 
Count cried. “Gammon!” exclaimed his lordship. 
“These lions are tame beasts come from Wombwell’s or 
Astley’s. It is a shame to put people off in this way. 
I believe they are little boys dressed up in door-mats. 
They are no lions at all.”’ 

“Hal” said the King, “you dare to say ‘Gammon!’ 
to your Sovereign, do you? These lions are no lions 
at all, aren’t they? Ho, my beef-eaters! Ho! my 
body-guard! Take this Count Hogginarmo and fling 
him into the circus! Give him a sword and buckler, 
let him keep his armour on and his weather-eye out, 
and fight these lions.’’ 

The haughty Hogginarmo laid down his opera-glass 
and looked scowling round at the King and his attendants. 
“Touch me not, dogs!” he said, “‘or by St. Nicholas the 
Elder, I will gore you! ‘Your Majesty thinks Hoggin- 
armo is afraid? No, not of a hundred thousand lions! 
Follow me down into the circus, King Padella, and 
match thyself against one of yon brutes. Thou darest 
not? Let them both come on then!”’ 

And opening a grating of the box, he jumped lightly 
down into the circus. 


Wurra wurra wurra wur-aw-aw-aw ! ! ! 
In about two minutes 
The Count Hogginarmo was 
GOBBLED UP 
by 
those lions, 
bones, boots, and all, 
and 
There was an 
End of him. 


At this the King said, ‘‘ Serve him right, the rebellious 
ruffian! And now, as those lions won’t eat that young 
woman oe 
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“Let her off! Let her off!’ cried the crowd. 

“No!’”’ roared the King. ‘‘Let the beef-eaters go 
down and chop her into small pieces. If the lions 
defend her, let the archers shoot them to death. That 
hussey shall die in tortures!”’ 

“‘A-a-ah!”’ cried the crowd. ‘“‘Shame! shame!” 

“Who dares cry out ‘Shame’?” cried the furious 
potentate (so little can tyrants command their passions). 
“Fling any scoundrel who says a word down among 
the lions!’’ J warrant you there was a dead silence then, 
which was broken by a “Pang arang pang pangkarang- 
pang!’ and a Knight and a Herald rode in at the farther 
end of the circus; the Knight in full armour, with his 
vizor up, and bearing a letter on the point of his lance. 

“Hal” exclaimed the king, ‘‘by my fay, ’tis Elephant 
and Castle, pursuivant of my brother of Paflagonia; 
and the Knight, an my memory serves me, is the gallant 
Captain Hedzoff! What news from Paflagonia, gallant 
Hedzofi? Elephant and Castle, beshrew me, thy 
trumpeting must have made thee thirsty. What will 
my trusty Herald like to drink?’’ 

‘‘Bespeaking first safe-conduct from your lordship,” 
said Captain Hedzoff, ‘‘before we take a drink of any- 
thing, permit us to deliver our King’s message.” 

““My lordship, ha!” said Crim *Tartary, frowning 
terrifically. ‘‘That title soundeth strange in the 
anointed ears of a crowned King. Straightway speak 
out your message, Knight and Herald!’’ 

Reining up his charger in a most elegant manner 
close under the King’s balcony, Hedzoff turned to the 
Herald, and bade him begin. 

Elephant and Castle, dropping his trumpet over his 
shoulder, took a large sheet of paper out of his hat, 
and began to read: 

“O Yes! O Yes! O Yes! Know all men by these 
presents, that we, Giglio, King of Paflagonia, Grand 
Duke of Cappadocia, Sovereign Prince of Turkey and 
the Sausage Islands, having assumed our rightful 
throne and title, long time falsely borne by our usurping 
uncle, styling himself King of Paflagonia ce 

“Hal” growled Padella. 
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“Hereby summon the false traitor Padella, calling 
himself King of Crim Tartary——’”’ 

The King’s curses were dreadful. ‘Go on, Elephant 
and Castle!”’ said the intrepid Hedzoff. 

“To release from cowardly imprisonment his liege 
lady and rightful sovereign, RosatBa, Queen of Crim 
Tartary, and restore her to her royal throne: in default 
of which, I, Giglio, proclaim the said Padella sneak, 
traitor, humbug, usurper, and coward. I challenge him 
to meet me, with fists or with pistols, with battle-axe 
or sword, with blunderbuss or singlestick, alone or at 
the head of his army, on foot or on horseback; and will 
prove my words upon his wicked ugly body!” 

“God save the King!”’ said Captain Hedzoff, execut- 
ing a demivolte, two semilunes, and three caracols. 

“Ts that all?’ said Padella, with a terrific calm of 
concentrated fury. 

“That, sir, is all my royal master’s message. Here 
is His Majesty’s letter in autograph, and here is his 
glove; and if any gentleman of Crim Tartary chooses 
to find fault with His Majesty’s expressions, I, Kustasoff 
Hedzoff, Captain of the Guard, am very much at his 
service.”’ And he waved his lance, and looked at the 
assembly all round. 

“And what says my good brother of Paflagonia, my 
dear son’s father-in-law to this rubbish?’ said the 
King. 

“The King’s uncle hath been deprived of the crown 
he unjustly wore,’’ said Hedzoff gravely. “He and his 
ex-Minister, Glumboso, are now in prison waiting the 
sentence of my royal master. After the battle of 
Bombardaro ie 

“Of what?” asked the surprised Padella. 

“__Of Bombardaro, where my liege, his present 
Majesty, would have performed prodigies of valour, 
but that the whole of his uncle’s army came over to 
our side, with the exception of Prince Bulbo it 

“Ah! my boy, my boy, my Bulbo was no traitor!” 
cried Padella. 

“Prince Bulbo, far from coming over to us, ran away, 
sir; but I caught him. The Prince is a prisoner in our 
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army, and the most terrific tortures await him if a 
hair of the Princess Rosalba’s head is injured.” 

“Do they?’’ exclaimed the furious Padella, who was 
now perfectly livid with rage. ‘‘Do they indeed? So 
much the worse for Bulbo. I’ve twenty sons as lovely 
each as Bulbo. Not one but is as fit to reign as Bulbo. 
Whip, whack, flog, starve, rack, punish, torture Bulbo 
—break all his bones—roast him or flay him alive— 
pull all his pretty teeth out one by one! But justly 
dear as Bulbo is to me—joy to my eyes, fond treasure 
of my soul—ha, ha, ha, ha! revenge is dearer still. 
Ho! torturers, rack-men, executioners—light up the 
fires and make the pincers hot! Get lots of boiling 
lead! Bring out Rosaupa!”’ 


V1 
HOW HEDZOFF RODE BACK AGAIN TO KING GIGLIO 


CAPTAIN HeEpzorF rode away when King Padella 
uttered this cruel command, having done his duty in 
delivering the message with which his royal master 
had entrusted him. Of course he was very sorry for 
Rosalba, but what could he do? 

So he returned to King Giglio’s camp, and found the 
young monarch in a disturbed state of mind, smoking 
cigars in the royal tent. His Majesty’s agitation was 
not appeased by the news that was. brought by his 
ambassador. “The brutal, ruthless ruffian royal 
wretch!’’ Giglio exclaimed. ‘‘As England’s poesy has 
well remarked: ‘The man that lays his hand upon a 
woman, save in the way of kindness, is a villain.’ Ha, 
Hedzoff?”’ 

“That he is, your Majesty,’”’ said the attendant. 

“And didst thou see her flung into the oil? and didn’t 
the soothing oil—the emollient oil, refuse to boil, good 
Hedzoff—and to spoil the fairest lady ever eyes did 
look on?”’ 

“’Faith, good my liege, I had no heart to look and 
see a beauteous lady boiling down; I took your royal 
message to Padella, and bore his back to you. I told 
him you would hold Prince Bulbo answerable. He only 
said that he had twenty sons as good as Bulbo, and 
forthwith he bade the ruthless executioners proceed.” 

“‘O cruel father—O unhappy son!” cried the King. 
““Go, some of you, and bring Prince Bulbo hither.” 

Bulbo was brought in chains, looking very un- 
comfortable. Though a prisoner, he had been tolerably 
happy, perhaps because his mind was at rest, and all 
the fighting was over, and he was playing at marbles 
with his guards, when the King sent for him. 
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“Oh, my poor Bulbo,” said His Majesty, with looks 
of infinite compassion, “hast thou heard the news?” 
(for you see Giglio wanted to break the thing gently 
to the Prince.) ‘‘Thy brutal father has condemned 
Rosalba—p-p-p-ut her to death, P-p-p-prince Bulbo!”’ 

““What, killed Betsinda! Boo-hoo-hoo!” cried out 
Bulbo. ‘“‘Betsinda! pretty Betsinda! dear Betsinda! 
She was the dearest little girl in the world. I love her 
better twenty thousand times even than Angelica.” 
And he went on expressing his grief in so hearty and 
unaffected a manner, that the King was quite touched 
by it, and said, shaking Bulbo’s hand, that he wished 
he had known Bulbo sooner. 

Bulbo, quite unconsciously, and meaning for the 
best, offered to come and sit with His Majesty, and 
smoke a cigar with him, and console him. The royal 
kindness supplied Bulbo with a cigar; he had not had 
one, he said, since he was taken prisoner. 

And now think what must have been the feelings of 
the most merciful of monarchs, when he informed his 
prisoner that, in consequence of King Padella’s cruel 
and dastardly behaviour to Rosalba, Prince Bulbo must 
instantly be executed! The noble Giglio could not 
restrain his tears, nor could the Grenadiers, nor the 
officers, nor could Bulbo himself; when the matter 
was explained to him; and he was brought to under- 
stand that His Majesty’s promise, of course, was above 
everything, and Bulbo must submit. So poor Bulbo 
was led out—Hedzoff trying to console him by pointing 
out that if he had won the battle of Bombardaro, he 
might have hanged Prince Giglio. “Yes! But that is 
no comfort to me now!” said poor Bulbo; nor indeed 
was it, poor fellow. 

He was told the business would be done the next 
morning at eight, and was taken back to his dungeon, 
where every attention was paid to him. The jailer’s 
wife sent him tea, and the turnkey’s daughter begged 
him to write his name in her album, where many a 
gentleman had wrote it on like occasions! “Bother 
your album!” says Bulbo. The Undertaker came and 
measured him for the handsomest coffin which money 
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could buy: even this didn’t console Bulbo. The Cook 
brought him dishes which he once used to like; but he 
wouldn’t touch them: he sat down and began writing an 
adieu to Angelica, as the clock kept always ticking and 
the hands drawing nearer to next morning. The 
Barber came in at night, and offered to shave him for 
the next day. Prince Bulbo kicked him away, and 
went on writing a few words to Princess Angelica, as 
the clock kept always ticking and the hands hopping 
nearer and nearer to next morning. He got up on the 
top of a hat-box, on the top of a chair, on the top of 
his bed, on the top of his table, and looked out to see 
whether he might escape as the clock kept always 
ticking and the hands drawing nearer, and nearer, and 
nearer. 

But looking out of the window was one thing, and 
jumping another: and the town clock struck seven. 
So he got into bed for a little sleep, but the jailer came 
and woke him, and said, “Git up, your Royal Ighness, 
if you please, it’s ten minutes to eight.’ 

So poor Bulbo got up: he had gone to bed in his 
clothes (the lazy boy), and he shook himself, and said 
he didn’t mind about dressing, or having any break- 
fast, thank you; and he saw the soldiers who had come 
for him. ‘Lead on!” he said; and they led the way, 
deeply affected; and they came into the courtyard, 
and out into the square, and there was King Giglio 
come to take leave of him, and His Majesty most 
kindly shook hands with him, and the gloomy procession 
marched on—when, hark! 

“ Haw—wurraw—wurraw—aworr!”’ 

A roar of wild beasts was heard. And who should 
come riding into the town, frightening away the boys, 
and even the beadle and policeman, but RosaLBa! 

The fact is, that when Captain Hedzoff entered into 
the court of Snapdragon Castle, and was discoursing 
with King Padella, the lions made a dash at the open 
gate, gobbled up the six beef-eaters in a jiffy, and away 
they went with Rosalba on the back of one of them, and 
they carried her, turn and turn about, till they came to 
the city where Prince Giglio’s army was encamped. 
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When the Kine heard of the QuEEN’s arrival, you 
may think how he rushed out of his breakfast-room to 
hand Her Majesty off her Lion! The Lions were 
grown as fat as pigs now, having had Hogginarmo and 
all those beef-eaters, and were so tame, anybody might 
pat them. 

While Giglio knelt (most gracefully) and helped the 
Princess, Bulbo, for his part, rushed up and kissed the 
Lion. He flung his arms round the forest monarch; 
he hugged him, and laughed and cried for joy. “Oh, 
you darling old beast—oh! how giad I am to see you, 
and the dear, dear Bets—that is, Rosalba.” 

“What, is it you, poor Bulbo?” said the Queen. 
“Oh, how glad I am to see you!”’ And she gave him 
her hand to kiss. King Giglio slapped him most kindly 
on the back, and said, ‘‘Bulbo, my boy, I am delighted 
for your sake, that Her Majesty has arrived.” 

“So am I,” said Bulbo; ‘“‘and you know why.” 
Captain Hedzoff here came up. “Sire, it is half-past 
eight: shall we proceed with the execution?” 

“Execution? what for?’’? asked Bulbo. 

“An officer only knows his orders,”’ replied Captain 
Hedzoff, showing his warrant: on which His Majesty 
King Giglio smilingly said Prince Bulbo was reprieved 
this time, and most graciously invited him to break- 
fast. 


XVII 


HOW A TREMENDOUS BATTLE TOOK PLACE, AND WHO 
WON IT 


As soon as King Padella heard—what we know already 
—that his victim, the lovely Rosalba, had escaped him, 
His Majesty’s fury knew no bounds, and he pitched the 
Lord Chancellor, Lord Chamberlain, and every officer of - 
the Crown whom he could set eyes on, into the cauldron 
of boiling oil prepared for the Princess. Then he 
ordered out his whole army, horse, foot, and artillery; 
and set forth at the head of an innumerable host, and 
I should think twenty thousand drummers, trumpeters, 
and fifers. 

King Giglio’s advanced guard, you may be sure, 
kept that monarch acquainted with the enemy’s dealings, 
and he was in nowise disconcerted. He was much too 
polite to alarm the Princess, his lovely guest, with any 
unnecessary rumours of battles impending; on the 
contrary, he did everything to amuse and divert her; 
gave her a most elegant breakfast, dinner, lunch, and 
got up a ball for her that evening, when he danced with 
her every single dance. 

Poor Bulbo was taken into favour again, and allowed 
to go free now. He had new clothes given him, was 
called ‘‘My good cousin,” by His Majesty, and was 
treated with the greatest distinction by everybody. 
But it was easy to see he was very melancholy. The 
fact is, the sight of Betsinda, who looked perfectly 
lovely in an elegant new dress, set poor Bulbo frantic 
in love with her again. And he never thought about 
Angelica, now Princess Bulbo, whom he had left at home 
and who, as we know, did not care much about him. 

The King, dancing the twenty-fifth polka with 
Rosalba, remarked with wonder the ring she wore; and 
then Rosalba told him how she had got it from Gruffanuff, 
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who no doubt had picked it up when Angelica flung it 
away. 

“Yes,” says the Fairy Blackstick—who had come 
to see the young people, and who had very likely 
certain plans regarding them—‘‘that ring I gave the 
Queen, Giglio’s mother, who was not, saving your 
presence, a very wise woman: it is enchanted, and 
whoever wears it looks beautiful in the eyes of the 
world. I made poor Prince Bulbo, when he was 
christened, the present of a rose which made him look 
handsome while he had it; but he gave it to Angelica, 
who instantly looked beautiful again, whilst Bulbo 
relapsed into his natural plainness.”’ 

“Rosalba needs no ring, I am sure,” says Giglio, 
with a low bow. “She is beautiful enough, in my 
eyes, without any enchanted aid.” 

“Oh, sir!’’ said Rosalba. 

“Take off the ring and try,’’ said the King, and 
resolutely drew the ring off her finger. In his eyes 
she looked just as handsome as before. 

The King was thinking of throwing the ring away, 
as it was so dangerous and made all the people so mad 
about Rosalba; but being a prince of great humour, 
and good humour too, he cast eyes upon a poor youth 
who happened to be looking on very disconsolately, 
and said— 

“Bulbo, my poor lad! come and try on this ring. 
The Princess Rosalba makes it a present to you.” 
The magic properties of this ring were uncommonly 
strong, for no sooner had Bulbo put it on, but lo and 
behold, he appeared a personable, agreeable young 
prince enough—with a fine complexion, fair hair, 
rather stout, and with bandy legs; but these were 
encased in such a beautiful pair of yellow morocco 
boots that nobody remarked them. And Bulbo’s 
spirits rose up almost immediately after he had looked 
in the glass, and he talked to their Majesties in the 
most lively, agreeable manner, and danced opposite 
the Queen with one of the prettiest Maids of Honour, 
and after looking at Her Majesty, could not help saying, 
“How very odd; she is very pretty, but not so eztra- 
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ordinarily handsome.” “Oh, no, by no means!’’ says 
the Maid of Honour. 

“But what care I, dear sir,” says the Queen, who 
overheard them, “if you think I am _ good-looking | 
enough?’’ 

His Majesty’s glance in reply to this affectionate 
speech was such that no painter could draw it. And 
the Fairy Blackstick said, “Bless you, my darling 
children! Now you are united and happy; and now 
you see what I said from the first, that a little mis- 
fortune has done you both good. You, Giglio, had you 
been bred in prosperity, would scarcely have learned 
to read or write—you would have been idle and 
extravagant, and could not have been a good king as 
you now will be. You, Rosalba, would have been so 
flattered, that your little head might have been turned 
like Angelica’s who thought herself too good for Giglio.” 

“As if anybody could be good enough for him,” said 
Rosalba. 

“Oh, you, you darling!’’ says Giglio. Andsoshe was; 
and he was just holding out his arms in order to give her 
a hug before the whole company, when a messenger came 
rushing in and said, ‘‘ My lord, the enemy!” 

“To arms!”’ cries Giglio. 

“Oh, mercy!’’ says Rosalba, and fainted, of course. 
He snatched one kiss from her lips, and rushed forth 
to the field of battle! 


The Fairy had provided King Giglio with a suit of 
armour, which was not only embroidered all over with 
jewels, and blinding to your eyes to look at, but was 
water-proof, gun-proof, and sword-proof: so that, in 
the midst of the very hottest battles, His Majesty rode 
about as calmly as if he had been a British Grenadier 
at Alma. Were I engaged in fighting for my country, 
I should like such a suit of armour as Prince Giglio 
wore; but, you know, he was a prince of a fairy tale, 
and they always have these wonderful things. 

Besides the fairy armour, the Prince had a fairy 
horse, which would gallop at any pace you pleased; and 
a fairy sword, which would lengthen, and run through 
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a whole regiment of enemies at once. With such a 
weapon at command, I wonder, for my part, he thought 
of ordering his army out; but forth they all came, in 
magnificent new uniforms: Hedzoff and the Prince’s 
two college friends each commanding a division, and His 
Majesty prancing in person at the head of them all. 

Ah! if I had the pen of a Sir Archibald Alison, my 
dear friends, would I not now entertain you with the 
account of a most tremendous shindy? Should not fine 
blows be struck? dreadful wounds be delivered? arrows 
darken the air? cannon-balls crash through the 
battalions? cavalry charge infantry? infantry pitch 
into cavalry? bugles blow; drums beat; horses neigh; 
fifes sing; soldiers roar, swear, hurray; officers shout out, 
“Forward, my men!” ‘This way, lads!’ “Give it’ 
7em, boys!”’ ‘‘ Fight for King Giglio and the cause of 
right!” “‘ King Padella for ever!’’? Would I not describe 
all this, I say, and in the very finest language too? 
But this humble pen does not possess the skill necessary 
for the description of combats. In a word, the over- 
throw of King Padella’s army was so complete, that if 
they had been Russians you could not have wished them 
to be more utterly smashed and confounded. 

As for that usurping monarch, having performed acts 
of valour much more considerable than could be expected 
of a royal ruffian and usurper, who had such a bad 
cause, and who was so cruel to women—as for King 
Padella, I say, when his army ran away the King ran 
away too, kicking his first General, Prince Punchi- 
koff, from his saddle, and galloping away on the Prince’s 
horse, having, indeed, had twenty-five or twenty-six 
of his own shot under him. Hedzoff coming up, and 
finding Punchikoff down, as you may imagine, very 
speedily disposed of him. Meanwhile King Padella 
was scampering off as hard as his horse could lay legs 
to ground. Fast as he scampered, I promise you some- 
body else galloped faster; and that individual, as no 
doubt you are aware, was the royal Giglio, who kept 
bawling out, “Stay, traitor! Turn, miscreant, and 
defend thyself! Stand, tyrant, coward, ruffian, royal 
wretch, till I cut thy ugly head from thy usurping 
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shoulders!” And, with his fairy sword, which elongated 
itself at will, His Majesty kept poking and prodding 
Padella in the back, until that wicked monarch roared 
with anguish. 

When he was fairly brought to bay, Padella turned 
and dealt Prince Giglio a prodigious crack over the 
sconce with his battle-axe, a most enormous weapon, 
which had cut down I don’t know how many regiments 
in the course of the afternoon. But law bless you! 
though the blow fell right down .on His Majesty’s 
helmet, it made no more impression than if Padella 
had struck him with a pat of butter: his battle-axe 
crumpled up in Padella’s hand, and the royal Giglio 
laughed for very scorn at the impotent efforts of that 
atrocious’ usurper. 

At the ill success of his blow the Crim Tartar monarch 
was justly irritated. “If,” says he to Giglio, “you 
ride a fairy horse, and wear fairy armour, what on 
earth is the use of my hitting you? I may as well 
give myself up a prisoner at once. Your Majesty 
won’t, I suppose, be so mean as to strike a poor fellow 
who can’t strike again?”’ 

The justice of Padella’s remark struck the magnani- 
mous Giglio. “Do you yield yourself a _ prisoner, 
Padella?’’ says he. 

““Of course I do,” says Padella. 

“Do you acknowledge Rosalba as your rightful 
Queen, and give up the crown and all your treasures 
to your rightful mistress?’’ 

“Tf I must I must,”’ says Padella, who was naturally 
very sulky. 

By this time King Giglio’s aides-de-camp had come 
up, whom His Majesty ordered to bind the prisoner. 
And they tied his hands behind him, and bound his 
legs tight under his horse, having set him with his 
face to the tail; and in this fashion he was led back to 
King Giglio’s quarters, and thrust into the very dungeon 
where young Bulbo had been confined. 

Padella (who was a very different person, in the 
depth of his distress, to Padella the proud wearer of 
the Crim Tartar crown), now most affectionately and 
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earnestly asked to see his son—his dear eldest boy— 
his darling Bulbo; and that good-natured young man 
_ never once reproached his haughty parent for his unkind 
conduct the day before, when he would have left 
Bulbo to be shot without any pity, but came to see 
his father, and spoke to him through the grating of 
the door, beyond which he was not allowed to go; and 
brought him some sandwiches from the grand supper 
which His Majesty was giving above-stairs, in honour 
of the brilliant victory which had just been achieved. 

“‘T cannot stay with you long, sir,’’ says Bulbo, who 
was in his best ball dress, as he handed his father in 
the prog. ‘I am engaged to dance the next quadrille 
with Her Majesty Queen Rosalba, and I hear the 
fiddles playing at this very moment.” 

So Bulbo went back to the ball-room, and the 
wretched Padella ate his solitary supper in silence and 
tears. 


All was now joy in King Giglio’s circle. Dancing, 
feasting, fun, illuminations, and jollifications of all 
sorts ensued. The people through whose villages 
they passed were ordered to illuminate their cottages 
at night, and scatter flowers on the roads during the 
day. They were requested—and I promise you they 
did not like to refuse—to serve the troops liberally 
with eatables and wine; besides, the army was en- 
riched by the immense quantity of plunder which was 
found in King Padella’s camp, and taken from his 
soldiers; who (after they had given up everything) 
were allowed to fraternise with the conquerors; and 
the united forces marched back by easy stages towards 
King Giglio’s capital, his royal banner and that of 
Queen Rosalba being carried in front of the troops. 
Hedzofi was made a Duke and a Field Marshall. Smith 
and Jones were promoted to be Earls; the Crim Tartar 
Order of the Pumpkin and the Paflagonian decoration 
of the Cucumber were freely distributed by their 
Majesties to the army. Queen Rosalba wore the 
Paflagonian Ribbon of the Cucumber across her riding- 
habit, whilst King Giglio never appeared without the 
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grand Cordon of the Pumpkin. How the people 
cheered them as they rode along side by side! They 
were pronounced to be the handsomest couple ever - 
seen: that was a matter of course; but they really were 
very handsome, and, had they been otherwise, would 
have looked so, they were so happy! Their Majesties 
were never separated during the whole day, but break- 
fasted, dined, and supped together always, and rode 
side by side, interchanging elegant compliments and 
indulging in the most delightful conversation. At 
night, Her Majesty’s ladies of honour (who had all 
rallied round her the day after King Padella’s defeat), 
came and conducted her to the apartments prepared 
for her; whilst King Giglio, surrounded by his gentlemen, 
withdrew to his own royal quarters. It was agreed 
they should be married as soon as they reached the 
capital, and orders were dispatched to the Archbishop 
of Blombodinga, to hold himself in readiness to perform 
the interesting ceremony. Duke Hedzoff carried the 
message, and gave instructions to have the Royal 
Castle splendidly refurnished and painted afresh. The 
Duke seized Glumboso, the ex-Prime Minister, and 
made him refund that considerable sum of money which 
the old scoundrel had secreted out of the late King’s 
treasure. He also clapped Valoroso into prison (who, 
by the way, had been dethroned for some considerable 
period past), and when the ex-monarch weakly remon- 
strated, Hedzoff said, ‘‘A soldier, sir, knows but 
his duty; my orders are to lock you up along with the 
ex-King Padella, whom I have brought hither a prisoner 
under guard.”’ So these two ex-Royal personages were 
sent for a year to the House of Correction, and there- 
after were obliged to become monks of the severest 
Order of Flagellants—in which state, by fasting, by 
vigils, by flogging (which they administered to one 
another, humbly but resolutely), no doubt they exhibited 
a repentance for their past misdeeds, usurpations, and 
private and public crimes. 

As for Glumboso, that rogue was sent to the galleys, 
and never had an opportunity to steal any more. 


XVIII 
HOW THEY ALL JOURNEYED BACK TO THE CAPITAL 


THE Fairy Blackstick, by whose means this young 
King and Queen had certainly won their respective 
crowns back, would come not unfrequently to pay 
them a little visit—as they were riding in their triumphal 
progress towards Giglio’s capital—change her wand 
into a pony, and travel by their Majestics’ side, giving 
them the very best advice. I am not sure that King 
Giglio did not think the Fairy and her advice rather a 
bore, fancying it was his own valour and merits which 
had put him on his throne, and conquered Padella: and, 
in fine, I fear he rather gave himself airs towards his 
best friends and patroness. She exhorted him to deal 
justly by his subjects, to draw mildly on the taxes, 
never to break his promise when he had once given it— 
and in all respects to be a good King. 

“A good King, my dear Fairy!’’ cries Rosalba. 
*“Of course he will. Break his promise! can you fancy 
my Giglio would ever do anything so improper, so 
unlike him? No! never!’? And she looked fondly 
towards Giglio, whom she thought a pattern of per- 
fection. 

“Why is Fairy Blackstick always advising me, and 
telling me how to manage my government, and warning 
me to keep my word? Does she suppose that I am not 
a man of sense, and a man of honour?” asks Giglio 
testily. “‘Methinks she rather presumes upon her 
position.” 

“Hush! dear Giglio,” says Rosalba. “You know 
Blackstick has been very kind to us, and we must not 
offend her.”” But the Fairy was not listening to Giglio’s 
testy observations: she had fallen back, and was trotting 
on her pony now, by Master Bulbo’s side—who rode a 
donkey, and made himself generally beloved in the 
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army by his cheerfulness, kindness, and good humour 
toeverybody. He was eager to see his darling Angelica. 
*He thought there never was such a charming being. 
Blackstick did not tell him it was the possession of the 
magic rose that made Angelica so lovely in his eyes. 
She brought him the very best accounts of his little 
wife, whose misfortunes and humiliations had indeed 
very greatly improved her, and you see, she could whisk 
off on her wand a hundred miles in a minute, and be 
back in no time, and so carry polite messages from Bulbo 
to Angelica, and from Angelica to Bulbo, and comfort 
that young man upon his journey. 

When the Royal party arrived at the last stage before 
you reach Blombodinga, who should be in waiting, in 
her carriage there, with her lady of honour by her side, 
but the Princess Angelica? She rushed into her hushand’s 
arms, scarcely stopping to make a passing curtsey to 
the King and Queen. She had no eyes but for Bulbo, 
who appeared perfectly lovely to her on account of the 
fairy ring which he wore; whilst she herself, wearing the 
magic rose in her bonnet, seemed entirely beautiful to 
the enraptured Bulbo. 

A splendid luncheon was served to the Royal party, 
of which the Archbishop, the Chancellor, the Duke 
Hedzoff, Countess Gruffanuff, and all our friends partook 
—the Fairy Blackstick being seated on the left of King 
Giglio, with Bulbo and Angelica beside. You could 
hear the joy-bells ringing in the capital, and the guns 
which the citizens were firing off in honour of their 
Majesties. 

“What can have induced that hideous old Gruffanuff 
to dress herself up in such an absurd way? Did you 
ask her to be your bridesmaid, my dear?” says Giglio 
to Rosalba. ‘“‘ What a figure of fun Gruffy is!’ 

Gruffy was seated opposite their Majesties, between 
the Archbishop and the Lord Chancellor, and a figure 
of fun she certainly was, for she was dressed in a low 
white silk dress, with lace over, a wreath of white roses 
on her wig, splendid lace veil, and her yellow old neck 
was covered with diamonds. She ogled the King in such 
a manner that His Majesty burst out laughing. 
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“Eleven o’clock!”’ cries Giglio, as the great Cathedral 
bell of Blombodinga tolled that hour. ‘Gentlemen 
and ladies, we must be starting. Archbishop, you 
must be at church I think before twelve?”’ 

“We must be at church before twelve,” sighs out 
Gruffanuff in a languishing voice, hiding her old face 
behind her fan. 

“And then I shall be the happiest man in my 
dominions,” cries Giglio, with an elegant bow to the 
blushing Rosalba. 

“Oh, my Giglio! Oh, my dear Majesty!” exclaims 
Gruffanuff; ‘‘and can it be that this happy moment 
at length has arrived or 

“Of course it has arrived,’”’ says the King. 

“__And that I am about to become the enraptured 
bride of my adored Giglio!’’ continues Gruffanuff. 
“Lend me a smelling-bottle, somebody. I certainly 
shall faint with joy.” 

“You my bride?’’ roars out Giglio. 

“You marry my Prince?” cries poor little Rosalba. 

“Pooh! Nonsense! The woman’s mad!” exclaims 
the King. And all the courtiers exhibited by their 
countenances and expressions, marks of surprise or 
ridicule, or incredulity or wonder. 

“IT should like to know who else is going to be 
married, if I am not?” shrieks out Grufianuff. ‘I 
should like to know if King Giglio is a gentleman, and 
if there is such a thing as justice in Paflagonia? Lord 
Chancellor! my Lord Archbishop! will your lordships 
sit by and see a poor fond, confiding, tender creature 
put upon? Has not Prince Giglio promised to marry 
his Barbara? Is not this Giglio’s signature? Does 
not this paper declare that he is mine, and only mine?”’ 
And she handed to his Grace the Archbishop the 
document which the Prince signed that evening when 
she wore the magic ring, and Giglio drank so much 
champagne. And the old Archbishop, taking out his 
eyeglasses, read—*“ This is to give notice that I, Giglio, 
only son of Savio, King of Paflagonia, hereby promise 
to marry the charming Barbara Griselda Countess Gruff- 
anuff, the widow of the late Jenkins Grufianuff, Esq.” 
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“H’m,” says the Archbishop, “the document is 
certainly a—a document.” 

“Phoo!”’ says the Lord Chancellor: “the signature 
is not in His Majesty’s handwriting.” Indeed, since 
his studies at Bosforo, Giglio had made an immense 
improvement in caligraphy. 

“Ts it your handwriting, Giglio?” cries the Fairy 
Blackstick, with an awful severity of countenance. 

“Y—y—y—es,” poor Giglio gaspsout. ‘“Ihad quite 
forgotten the confounded paper: she can’t mcan to 
hold me by it. You old wretch, what will you take to 
let me off? Help the Queen, some one—Her Majesty 
has fainted.” 

“Chop her head off!”’ ooo the impetuous 

“Smother the old witch!”’ Hedzoff, the ardent 

“Pitch her into the river!’ Smith, and the faith- 

ful Jones. 

But Gruffanuff flung her arms round the Archbishop’s 
neck and bellowed out, “Justice, justice, my Lord 
Chancellor!’’ so loudly, that her piercing shrieks caused 
everybody to pause. As for Rosalba, she was borne 
away lifeless by her ladies; and you may imagine the 
look of agony which Giglio cast towards that lovely 
being, as his hope, his joy, his darling, his all in all, 
was thus removed, and in her place the horrid old Gruft- 
anuff rushed up to his side, and once more shrieked out 
“Justice, justice!’ 

““Won’t you take that sum of money which Glum- 
boso hid?” says Giglio: ‘‘two hundred and eighteen 
thousand million, or thereabouts. It’s a handsome 
sum.”’ 

“T will have that and you too!” says Gruffanuff. 

“Let us throw the crown jewels into the bargain,” 
gasps out Giglio. 

““T will wear them by my Giglio’s side!”’ says Grufta- 
nuff. 

“Will half, three-quarters, five-sixths, nineteen- 
twentieths, of my kingdom do, Countess?” asks the 
trembling monarch. 

“What were all Europe to me without you, my 
Giglio?’”’ cries Gruff, kissing his hand. 
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*{ won’t, I can’t, I shan’t—Ill resign the crown 
first,’ shouts Giglio, tearing away his hand; but Gruff 
clung to it. 

“‘I have a competency, my love,” she says, and with 
thee and a cottage thy. Barbara will be happy.” 

Giglio was half mad with rage by thistime. “TI will 
not marry her,” says he. ‘Oh, Fairy, Fairy, give me 
counsel!’? And as he spoke, he looked wildly round 
at the severe face of the Fairy Blackstick. 

“«Why is Fairy Blackstick always advising me, 
and warning me to keep my word? Does.she suppose 
that I am not a man of honour?’” said the Fairy, 
quoting Giglio’s own haughty words. He quailed 
under the brightness of her eyes; he felt that there 
was no escape for him from that awful Inquisition. 

“Well, Archbishop,” said he, in a dreadful voice that 
made his Grace start, “‘since this Fairy has led me to 
the height of happiness but to dash me down into the 
depths of despair, since I am to lose Rosalba, let me 
at least keep my honour. Get up, Countess, and let 
us be married; I can keep my word, but I can die 
afterwards.” 

“O dear Giglio,’ cries Gruffanuff, skipping up, “I 
knew, I knew I could trust thee—I knew that my Prince 
was the soul of honour. Jump into your carriages, 
ladies and gentlemen, and let us go to church at once; 
and as for dying, dear Giglio, no, no; thou wilt forget 
that insignificant little chambermaid of a queen—thou 
wilt live to be consoled by thy Barbara! She wishes 
to be a Queen, and not a Queen Dowager, my gracious 
lord!”? And hanging upon poor Giglio’s arm, and 
leering and grinning in his face in the most disgusting 
manner, this old wretch tripped off in her white satin 
shoes, and jumped into the very carriage which had been 
got ready to convey Giglio and Rosalbato church. The 
cannons roared again, the bells pealed triple-bobmajors, 
the people came out flinging flowers upon the path of 
the royal bride and bridegroom, and Gruff looked out 
of the gilt coach window and bowed and grinned to 
them. Phoo! the horrid old wretch! 


XIX 


AND NOW WE COME TO THE LAST SCENE IN THE 
PANTOMIME 


THE many ups and downs of her life had given the 
Princess Rosalba prodigious strength of mind, and that 
highly principled young woman presently recovered 
from her fainting-fit, out of which Fairy Blackstick, by 
a precious essence which the Fairy always carried in 
her pocket, awakened her. Instead of tearing her hair, 
crying, and bemoaning herself, and fainting again, as 
many young women would have done, Rosalba remem- 
bered that she owed an example of firmness to her 
subjects; and though she loved Giglio more than her 
life, was determined, as she told the Fairy, not to interfere 
between him and justice, or to cause him to break his 
royal word. 

“JT cannot marry him, but I shall love him always,” 
says she to Blackstick; “‘I will go and be present at 
his marriage with the Countess, and sign the book, and 
wish them happy with all my heart. I will see, when I 
get home, whether I cannot make the new Queen 
some handsome presents. The Crim Tartary crown 
diamonds are uncommonly fine, and I shall never have 
any use for them. I will live and die unmarried like 
Queen Elizabeth, and of course I shall leave my crown 
to Giglio when I quit this world. Let us go and see 
them married, my dear Fairy; let me say one last fare- 
well to him; and then, if you please, I will return to 
my own dominions.” 

So the Fairy kissed Rosalba with peculiar tenderness, 
and at once changed her wand into a very comfortable 
coach-and-four, with a steady coachman, and two 
respectable footmen behind, and the Fairy and Rosalba 
got into the coach, which Angelica and Bulbo entered 
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after them. As for honest Bulbo, he was blubbering in 
the most pathetic manner, quite overcome by Rosalba’s 
misfortune. She was touched by the honest fellow’s 
sympathy, promised to restore to him the confiscated 
estates of Duke Padella, his father, and created him, as 
he sat there in the coach, Prince, Highness, and First 
Grandee of the Crim Tartar Empire. The coach moved 
on, and, being a fairy coach, soon came up with the 
bridal procession. 

Before the ceremony at church it was the custom 
in Paflagonia, as it is in other countries, for the bride 
and the bridegroom to sign the Contract of Marriage, 
which was to be witnessed by the Chancellor, Minister, 
Lord Mayor, and principal officers of state. Now, as 
the royal palace was being painted and furnished anew, 
it was not ready for the reception of the King and his 
bride, who proposed at first to take up their residence 
at the Prince’s palace, that one which Valoroso occupied 
when Angelica was born, and before he usurped the 
throne. 

So the marriage-party drove up to the palace: the 
dignitaries got out of their carriages and stood aside: 
poor Rosalba stepped out of her coach, supported by 
Bulbo, and stood almost fainting up against the railings, 
so as to have a last look of her dear Giglio. As for 
Blackstick, she, according to her custom, had flown out 
of the coach window in some inscrutable manner, and 
was now standing at the palace door. 

Giglio came up the steps with his horrible bride on 
his arm, looking as pale as if he was going to execution. 
He only frowned at the Fairy Blackstick—he was 
angry with her, and thought she came to insult his 
misery. 

“Get out of the way, pray,” says Grufianuff haughtily. 
“T wonder why you are always poking your nose into 
other people’s affairs?’’ 

“Are you determined to make this poor young man 
unhappy?” says Blackstick. 

“To marry him, yes! What business is it of yours? 
Pray, madam, don’t say ‘you’ to a queen,” cries 
Grufianuff. 
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*“You won’t take the money he offered you?” 

ce No.’”’ 

“You won’t let him off his bargain, though you know 
you cheated him when you made him sign the paper?’”’ 

“Impudence! Policeman, remove this woman!”’ 
cries Gruffanuff. And the policemen were rushing 
forward, but with a wave of her wand the Fairy struck 
them all like so many statues on their places. 

“You won’t take anything in exchange for your 
bond, Mrs. Gruffanuff,” cries the Fairy, with awful 
severity. ‘‘I speak for the last time.’’ 

“No!” shrieks Gruffanuff, stamping with her foot. 
“TIl have my husband, my husband, my husband!”’ 

“You SHALL HAVE YouR HusBanp!” the Fairy 
Blackstick cried; and advancing a step laid her hand 
upon the nose of the KNocKErR. 


As she touched it, the brass nose seemed to elongate, 
the open mouth opened still wider, and uttered a roar 
which made everybody start. The eyes rolled wildly ; 
the arms and legs uncurled themselves, writhed about, 
and seemed to lengthen with each twist; the knocker 
expanded into a figure in yellow livery, six feet high; 
the screws by which it was fixed to the door unloosed 
themselves, and JENKINS GRUFFANUFF once more 
trod the threshold off which he had been lifted more 
then twenty years ago! 

“‘Master’s not at home,” says Jenkins, just in his old 
voice, and Mrs. Jenkins, giving a dreadful youp, fell 
down in a fit, in which nobody minded her. 

For everybody was shouting, “Huzzay! huzzay!”’ 
“Hip, hip, hurray!”’ ‘Long live the King and Queen!”’ 
“Were such things ever seen?’ “No, never, never, 
never!”’ “The Fairy Blackstick for ever!” 

The bells were ringing double peals, the guns roaring 
and banging most prodigiously. Bulbo was embracing 
everybody; the Lord Chancellor was flinging up his wig 
and shouting like a madman; Hedzoff had got the Arch- 
bishop round the waist, and they were dancing a jig 
for joy; and as for Giglio, I leave you to imagine what 
he was doing, and if he kissed Rosalba once, twice— 
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twenty thousand times, I’m sure I don’t think he was 
wrong. 

So Gruffanuff opened the hall-door with a low bow, 
just as he had been accustomed to do, and they all 
went in and signed the book and then they went to 
church and were married, and the Fairy Blackstick 
sailed away on her cane, and was never more heard of 
in Paflagonia. 
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